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Lauren Mask is a Canadian multidisciplinary artist with a focus in 
abstract painting. Originally from Ottawa, ON, she recently gradu- 
ated with her BFA from Concordia University in Montreal, QC. Now 
residing in Rossland, British Columbia experiencing slower west coast 
small town living for the first time, she continues to work on her prac- 
tice in a personal studio. 
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space, and relation between forms. Her primary drive is the curation 
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home 

can be hard to find 

you can live 

in a place for years 

without being there 


i think home is 
really all the hearts 
that house you, 


old and new 

every person who has 
a piece of you and 
carries it is your home; 





i have homes in places 
that i have never been 
and i house others in the 
same way— 


a home is just a person 
who can carry your 
dreams and your hurts 
without growing weary 
r the heaviness 
gs you down. 

a Ls Grae 









A HOME IS FRIENDSHIP I LINDA M. CRATE | MEADVILLE, PA, USA | @AUTHORLINDAMCRATE 





Linda M. Crate’s works have been published in numerous magazines and anthologies both online and in 
print. She is the author of six poetry chapbooks, the latest of which is: the samurai (Yellow Arrow Publishing, 
October 2020). She’s also the author of the novel Phoenix Tears (Czykmate Books, June 2018). She has 
published four full-length poetry collections Vampire Daughter (Dark Gatekeeper Gaming, February 2020), 
The Sweetest Blood (Cyberwit, February 2020), Mythology of My Bones (Cyberwit, August 2020), and you will 
not control me (Cyberwit, March 2021) 
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KEYCHAIN | JEWEL PAVAO I TORONTO, CANADA | @BYEPAVAO I JEWELPAVAO.FORMAT.COM 
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(CF-l oye \V/F-ler-I Nace lam=vanl-ce ale m-ladicia olelganla 
Bryan, Texas. Magaly received her BFA 
in photography at Sam Houston State 
University in 2015 and received her MFA 
in Visual Arts at the University of Texas 
at San Antonio in 2020. Magaly has ex- 
hibited in solo shows at Satellite Gallery, 
Huntsville, TX; The Brick, San Antonio, 
TX; Presa House Gallery, San Antonio, 
TX; Casa Lu, Mexico City. Her numer- 
olUl-Meo] cole) oy dalle)idiela-miarelelel-- 1m MUM M10) 
Gallery, Karlsruhe, Germany; The Guada- 
lupe Cultural Arts Center, San Antonio, 
a DGa\/Felsiel an \Vlerssl0 laa Mla \Vsce)alael-¥m MelUll-iI-lal-} 
N/TUs{=Yo om DY = Wm l= |oWvVaal=) a[erslsinl alm DY-\\/-1 gm @Xe) (o> 
rado; She’s been awarded two CAMMIE 
E\-]heMine]aal=][0[-ms)k-] mm @xolalt-lanlelele-lava-lare 
_Luminaria Contemporary Cultural Center 
WelVialarey@rolnixclanl olole-Iaaw- Vana \/Lolats 40/40 
he predominantly i Tamaat-Mantexel(lan 

raphy, but also employs other 
‘sculptural Talsiealieluolaie-lare 
/. Magaly currently lives in San 
fs froces and works remotely at 
| ege in Tsaile, Arizona. 
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ABI | GABI MAGALY | SAN ANTONIO, TEXAS | @GABIMAGALY | GABIMAGALY.COM 





at 


i, 


19 


F vA‘ 
Fe 
v 
*-. 
‘ ~— 
~ 
rt! 


P ~ 
on) 
A Fae 8 iF 
é ¥ ~ os 
mm ° * 
— t a . 
~~ ; a . 

=e _ {i+ , 

~ col; cd -.- 

\ é *, ers 

Ye > - 

a er - 
Ty - wae 
ne od™ 

el 
=e v4) 7 pe 
. + -" - % he f 
wer & x t 
~ i ee ; 
‘ i“ re a ao 
- 
> ad 
§. 7 Py o 
: i 

— “> 7 ‘ 

pn a 
~~. a ata 2» 


DELIVERY NOTES | ROZALI MASCURI I SINGAPORE | @ROZSIMIAO 
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Staying at home means more online shopping which also means more materials for my collages. 
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EVERYWHERE HOME 


See my home is a people, not a place. 
I'm in love with every acquaintance met, 
| tend to swallow shit whole 

instead of settling on just a taste. 


my home is a peace, not a place. 
| find my home in different outlets, 
In two pronged shocks, 


even in the dust chilling in the flower vase. 


my home is nostalgia, déja vu, 


and reminiscence all wrapped up into one. 


It can even be found in the pattern of 


my great auntie’s ancient ass table runner lace. 


my home is in a handshake and a kiss, 
all tongue, yet somehow still chaste. 


my home is everywhere and nowhere 

my “living” room is the space found warm 
when the sun gives way to the moon 

in their forever lovers’ chase 


my home is braids dipped in loud 
from the car ride joint (home), 
won't ever get the smoke out 


but | cherish the roaches we never wanna waste. 


my home is my homies 

and | hope they forever get (home) safe 
may that be a person to them, a sound, 
or maybe just a time in space. 
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LISTENING TO YOUR ABODE | JUSTIN TUTTLE | PORTLAND, OR, USA | @TUTTLE.DESIGN | JWTUTTLE.WEEBLY.COM 
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This analog and digital multivalent collage seeks to refigure the abode 
based on cultural, historical, and temporal horizons in my Portland, OR 
neighborhood. The theme primarily explores this through the investigation 
of listening and sound. Through the act of listening to my abode, a multi- 
tude of sounds became evident; the sound of the footsteps of protesters 
on my street, the sound of voices always present but now being heard, the 
sound of natural life that communicates to one another, the sound of an 
exuberant and cacophonic life that exists right outside my doorsteps. 


SUBURBIA | PHOEBE WARD | NORTHFIELD, MN, USA | @PHOEBECOMIX 
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HOME | EMMA HITZMAN | APPLETON, WI. U.S.A. | @EM.HITZMAN 
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HOME | EMMA HITZMAN | APPLETON, WI. U.S.A. | @EM 
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KURODA | GERRY NIEMIEROWKO I PLAINVILLE, CONNECTICUT | @FATASSMUCHACHO 
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RIO VISTA |KACI SKILES LAWS | FORT WORTH, TEXAS, USA | @KACI.SKILES.LAWS 





My first memory was rain, 
movement, drifter feet plying 
foley!alndalsmaevevillat-mlamsar-t-i6sF 


nothing was separate: 
the T-frame wires through 
the spread of distance, 


Wal-mel-lale-me)melo)uat-1J 0) ]al- 
and the grease trap 
that once ate a girl. 


The rain—its lapping 

could fill our farm's well in reverse 
Ulaial mimi getst>Me)\/-) eur-) ale mual=me(-t-(eMe(-le)ai-F 
ldal- mo) -\ol aeller-lel- my \Vel0] (eo malelm-i[-1-1 eo) 


not easily, not 
WVint ala alsmsvela-t-)amelele)anig-lalirer 


idal-m-1{-Loldd (om of) cel ale- il elele) 
olie-Icelallaremjolial-cvmnual-m\Zieremjelialaliare 
outside counter-clockwise. 


My second memory was grief, 
stillness, my church shoes 
Tal dlale Ml amanlelomice)aamual-meilel0(o] ol0le-16 


that last April at home: 
idal-msii tom cellel-\om lama ialsia> 
idatsw efel-| cele) alelel(emVismel=\-10 


there was an empty cavern. 
The secret got loose 
iualaelerelamuar-miiiarelaalll 

as it mourned its vacancy. 


The grief—its apparition 

stayed in wait after the burial 
until the house sold what was left 
o)maal-mellae 

the white pillars by the door 
VVel0] (elm alo lunsir-l alee 


not easily, not with the foundation 
of peat moss caving, 


dale MclaVAUIMoymanl-laslolavmcree)a late 
my vinyl skins, 

uate) olfe(-1e-e-i1|e)e]] are) 
Ularel-lanal-mel- lag] OMON-1a rN 
elavemel-lal-v-la maa maule 

ol mT arexe}an]e)(-ik-mi-\-l ale] 


Previously published in Unlikely Stories 


Rio Vista 


Kaci Skiles Laws is a closet cat-lady and creative writer who 
reads and writes voraciously in the quiet moments between 
aarovuai-laatoreem-laremant-lat-le)|alem @ice)alahm DI -t- IMs aloe] K-10 

up on a small farm in a Texas town alongside many furry 
friends, two sisters, and a brother. She has known tragic 
loss too well, and her writing is a reflection of the shadows 
lurking in her psyche. Her work can be viewed at: https:// 
kaciskileslawswriter.wordpress.com/ 








Stella Guan is a queer, non-binary 21-year-old from Brooklyn, New York. Currently, Stella is majoring in Fine Arts and 
naliarelalareMiam@c-x-ahom AU ainlale m-}mnal-We\aa\-1aler-]@melalNi-1e-11N Melman ee ole itelar]|\Amdal-Va- lem OL g-10 [ale M-Mer-]k-\-1ar- 1M Larele) 
artist. 

mr-\late me ]xe) Zane) oMiam-Melal-li(-lare]iaremarelei-larel(omUisamelini(ole]imr-laallNae-1i-lu(elal-iall e-far-laleme(-s-l [ale mWiital =] OM (sie)cel-lallal- 
Personality Disorder) as well as gender and cultural identity struggles, Stella uses their art and writing as the ultimate 
form of expression. 


With their paintings, Stella hopes to bring awareness to the difficulties of living with a mental health disorder and 
ol-llalemr-Iue-10[pat-McIU A UNLOlMN ACM iol] re Iomexo)alalqLoamWiuamualey-\-me(o)|aremualcol0le]al-)iaalit-lmualiate ce 

“One of my favourite places to travel is Iceland. The nature, the isolation, and the quiet are a few of many things | love 
=] oxelU lam dal- Me) {- (ema AVal-1am Mitalial @evman)’MiUisel cm alolant-Ya Maallal @eimel-iialemlamle-l(-larem-laremele)iaremelamall.<-\-ym->ce) (eld ale mar-luUl ger 

and sitting by the sea. | often dream about what my life would be like there. The title says “I want to go to heaven” in 
Icelandic.” 
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A house is not staged; it is a place to live in and to live. Home means a 
secure, fun, amazing place where you are respected and loved - and most 
importantly, where you belong. It is the accumulation of all memories, 
laughter, achievements, board games, talks, birthdays, hopes, dreams, 
sorrows, hugs, and kisses. 


A house is made of walls and ceilings; it becomes a home when you 
include all of the above. 


AMELIABISBARDIS.COM 
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HOME FRAGRANCE | ELLIE MORFOU I ATHENS, GREECE | @ELLIEMORFOU 
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HOME 
FPRAGRANGCE 


| washed all of my clothes 

into the joint smell of me and you 

the fragrance of our house and home 
scent of our life as ‘we’. 








It may not be refined perfume 
it lacks sublime top notes 

it's not celestial nor divine 
nothing exotic in it. 


But | can feel its middle notes 
exquisitely familiar 

a gentle you, a floral me, 

one of akind beloved ‘us’. 





Ellie Morfou — Short bio 

Born in the mid-1980s under a different name in Crete, Greece, ‘Ellie Morfou’ emerged 
amidst the coronavirus pandemic lockdowns, which helped revive her love for writing. 
Since rediscovering this passion of hers, she has been writing verses endlessly and enjoys 
it thoroughly! When not writing, she spends time with her family, hangs out with friends, 
translates legal documents and makes time to read books. Part of her work is available on 
her instagram page @elliemorfou. 








UNTITLED | DINA BAXEVANAKIS | TORONTO, CANADA | @DINADRAWS36 | DINA-BAXEVANAKIS.COM 
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BE MINDFUL OF YOUR SACRED PLACE | MARIJA | SRBOBRAN, SERBIA | @MARRRIJA_I_JA 
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HOME IS THE ROAD TO NOWHERE | DANIELE ANDRONICO | DANISTUBE.COM + 
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Vee CR uses a TRANSdisciplinary approach to Art, Writing, Academia, & Life. In the MFA program 
at Emily Carr University of Art + Design, they developed an aesthetic formula for finding Queer 
Pleasure in daily life. The formula, FUN + PLAY = Queer Pleasure, encourages engagement with 
challenging discourse. They create collages and installations that act as self-portraits to Queer 
Pain and Pleasure as a means of connection and healing. 

NOTE: ‘.jog’ is a part of the title 
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BE, BELONG AND LONG IN BREAK TIME: 

Lovely, | write, you get the email? (W)hole story: He wants. 
Emoji. What's new?! She replies. 

| nod and smile to myself, to my phone. 

She gets it. She gets me. We get. 


BACK AT WORK: 

The Canon wants our blood, She whispers. 

Sorry? he asks. 

Nothing, She explains, line, please. 

He tells her the line. 

The difficulty lies, She continues, (stepping out of line), in the nature of the theatre text, which exists 
in a dialectical relationship with the performance of that same text. The notion of a spatial or ges- 
tural dimension that is seen as inherent in the language of a theatre text becomes an issue of con- 
siderable importance.... 


IN RELATIONSHIPS: 
We never hook up 


We never really try 


We never really know how 
IN MATH CLASS: 
Diverse Artist = Hero complex 
Artist = God complex 
Can you elaborate? The teacher asks. 


IN HER UNPUBLISHED TRAGEDY: 
Oracle, the protagonist, feels her mouth burn. The king cuts her tongue. 
Her prophecy will never be spoken, He says, the sun will never set on my empire. 


BACK AT WORK: 

She explains the story to the newbie: 

Think of it like this, She says, X says, save me, Y says, did you say something, X says, thank you. She 
pauses. You are playing X. 

Isn't that problematic? the newbie asks. 

Yes, She replies. It is. 

Right, He says. That's that. 


No, the newbie replies, No. 

She repeats after the newbie. 

She and the understudy decide to walkway, together. 

In the aftermath, She and the newbie realize they have a lot in common. 


IN BREAK TIME: 
Lovely, | say, it's his turn to pick up the shit. 
She sends me memes. 


BACK AT WORK: 

Cognitive dissonance is deep. 
It’s not about ticking a box, He 
says, think of it like a room. It's 
not a box, it's a room. A room 
of your own. 

And? She insists. 

And what? He asks. 

He will come without invitation 
and leave without his shadow. 
What the fuck? 

The king cut Oracle's tongue; 
the newbie explains, She was 
never welcome there. 


IN HER POETRY: 
We dance 
forever 


Two devils 


More time 


Elizabeth Mora is a brown 
body deconstructing in 

late capital heterotopias of 
non-colonial emergence. she 
studies, educates, and cre- 
ates on unceded Aboriginal 
land and water. 

Specific formatting requests: 
| have spaced the words in 

a particular wavy for impact. 
If this is difficult to replicate, 
| am happy to follow your 
advice. 
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LOST ON MY WAY TO NOWHERE | SUSANNA TILLANDER | HELSINKI, FINLAND | @ARTBYSUSKI 
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HUMANITY | THEODORA MILLER I RICHMOND, VIRGINIA | @THEODORAMILLERFINEART | THEODORAMILLER.COM 
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acrylic painting 30x36 inches 


Theodora Miller is a self-taught contemporary artist residing in 
Richmond, Virginia. She draws inspiration from her emotions, 
surroundings, Hellenic heritage and ancient symbols. Her painting 
"Humanity" elevates the words of Socrates, "| am neither Athenian 
nor Greek but a citizen of the world." Her meditative paintings 
marry memory, history and emotion into visual statements — mani- 
festations of courage, perseverance and hope. 





a dream of wales 
i think my home 

may be ina place 
i have never been 


dreamt once of wales, 
and woke up angry 


when i realized 1 was still 
in the us; 

wanted to be lost in those 
mossy green forests 
covered in the leaves 


as 1 listened to the songs 
of the crows appreciating the wood 


magic dancing all about me 
reacting to my own 
finding a peace in being myself— 


instead 1 had to wake up and go 
to work and face a life 1 didn't want. 
-linda m. crate 


Linda M. Crate's works have been published in numerous maga- 
zines and anthologies both online and in print. She is the author 

of six poetry chapbooks, the latest of which is: the samurai (Yellow 
Arrow Publishing, October 2020). She's also the author of the novel 
Phoenix Tears (Czykmate Books, June 2018). She has published 
four full-length poetry collections Vampire Daughter (Dark Gate- 
keeper Gaming, February 2020), The Sweetest Blood (Cyberwit, 
February 2020), Mythology of My Bones (Cyberwit, August 2020), 
and you will not control me (Cyberwit, March 2021). 
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"Map of Home" - is a digital collage diagram that attempts to represent how 
the idea of home for people experiencing homelessness is not within a single 
location. One might have to walk several hundred feet to use an outdoor re- 
stroom while walking another several hundred feet across town to get some- 
thing to eat. The bodily privilege that a housed person experiences, by washing 
your hands or body in a daily routine is something that could take hours and be 
in a vastly different location from where one might live if experiencing 
homelessness. For many individuals, the act of the "day-to-day" routine is an 
exhausting and labor-intensive effort. 





Bodily Bodily Housing 


Needs Privilege Privilege 
Sleep Inside Access fo 
30/1120 ~J7 OTT TTT Electricity 


Put on Clean 
‘ Clothes ~~Access to Storage 


‘Use the Restroom ¢ Wash & 
~Wash Face. 


30 | 492-800 . 
\\Brush Teeth— —> Access Clean 
\ 4 
Eat ‘Take Shower / Water 
40 | 430-1120 s _ 


Drink Clean Water. - Access Refrigerator 


~Make ‘Coffees 


40 | 430-492 ~ Access Plating 
12:00 pm ot ee 
Eat mz oll 
4.0 | 430-1120 
; -Access to Phone 
Self Enferfainment—Leisure Outside< LA = 
| 0 | 1800 ccess Interne 
3:00 pm 
P Wash Clothes. 
‘Access to 
Use the Restroom | : 
30 | 492-800 \ Brush Teeth Washer / Dryer 
| ‘Wash Face 
6:00 pm 
Fat —-— Store Groceries Access Stove 


40 | 430-1120 ~~. Cook Dinner ~ a 
Access to 


/Sound Barriers 


Sleep Inside ~ 
30 | 1120 





/ 
~<Turn off Lights - Access fo 
Heating / Cooling 
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GRASS IN NEW ZEALAND | CHRISTIAN SCHYTT FISKER | COPENHAGEN, DENMARK | @MYLINGENT1 | CFISKER.COM 
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Grass in New 





yA-Yol{-l ale 


iN e-1a-1ale-M exe) alaal-u- lave maanVa\Zolelate(-1m@ olgelial-1meleimeyi 
elementary school when | was 6, for six weeks to go 

mom Ni-\ ay A-r-1- Lalo pw atid at-} ma) ant ommar-lemal-\-1m ol-\-Tamelanr-la 
airolane and my parents explained to me that we were 
going so far away that if we went further we would 
ox-Mo)ameolel mi r-hymalelantow-lel-ll arm, Naer-lemar-Lem-iale iam antow- 

fo] Ko) of-m-y-1alk-1ea Vaal lelaM R-Va] key Z-Xom (ele) <lalem-lmr-] alm MerelUl(olr-1<1,4 
olUT-S-safolal-w-]oxelelmual-mexollalval--ya mole late mim or-1au(Ul- aN 
Tahk-ie-s-sd lave mkomag-(x-Maal-MolUhaiial-Meymaal-E-1al-]0l-Melm-r-lo 
country with my finger. This way it occurred to me that 
PN idter-W-lale mstolUiiaW\anl-larer-Minmcerel-saal-1all <M e)[-1ex- eli 
puzzle game. 

In New Zealand we rented an auto camper van in the 
alolauae-laleB-it-]an-romolahUlaremualcolelolamual-meelel saa ace) -1Kels 
the south. | soent many hours in the back of this van. 

mal g-1m lal) oL-reac-remdal-manlialt-li0le-mKel] (1am -> an-larel-le)l-mel-rely 
elu] ele] mit-1o)(-\-yar-laloMaal—mol-t-ymel|-Xere)\.-1a Ve) mial—laai- le 
tiny attic like space on top of the front of the van. 
Between our stops to visit bright blue lakes, mountains, 
towns, forests and sites with seismic activity and boiling 
aalUlopm MYVel0] Ce M-Jiallamdal-mol-lol acolo) <iare moll mual-MUi1areLo)ny 

at the lush green environments. This van became our 
home for the six weeks that felt like an eternity in atime 
of] os10] Koval 4a NVR =D -1 a Vma ele) a-lare melg-lala melmaal-malelex-mela 
MValexelicw-lare Re Loymkomi-l-1 meolaaiio)ar-1e)(-Mlamimm A Mal-R-\-lM i= 
went this was the base. Outside of the car | remember 
being fascinated with giant ferns and forests that 

Foxe) <-Xo Mil <omual-malolaal-sRe)me| | aleyst-10 lace 

When we visited a town close to a lake we spent some 
ialagtomlamdatomcy-lalom-lalemual-Mel els) mil) (eRe let mKomaaloms-la 
Talon ma-laat-1an) ol-laudal-mecele) Me la-l-1ame|e-\-mUlalel- a aan’mar-1.<-y0 
feet and the look over the horizon of the water and 
clear blue sky and easy wind in my face. | felt like this 
could just as well be back home. The grass looks the 
same, the sky is also the same, the water, the wind, the 
SUlamel aman Mi-t-1meol0] (oi Mel-e-lak-yeel-1ai-1a1X-m Role] (eM al-NVi— 
had at home. My parents had told me we were literally 
olan dal-Moldal-1m-}re(-Me)maal-weli-lal-sa-lale mil IME» ¢el-lal-lalete 
idalicet-laly-ldfe)ame)merelanlo)(-1k- Milani lala arm imareymaliare 

MV Mele] elm ©) f-lec-mm oxolU| (OM IUT-1ar-IM1\/-1| Mal-NV-m ol-1-1am ole] aa 
al-1c-m aatole lol alaw-\midalicm fel ialmir-lig-t-leh’mal-lem-Mi-t-1lale) 

or understanding that | was Danish. That | was from 
DY-Yalaat-a, emsion mote), <-Yomreolmaar-maaliarem|amual-Mele-}--emlamual@ 
water, the sky and the wind that made it belong to New 
Zealand and couldn't see it or feel it. | decided that if it 


wasn’t there, and all the same things were back home 
as well, then maybe the grass, sky, wind and water 
isn't New Zealandish. Maybe it is actually the same as 
oy-Tol@arolaal-W-laremuar- 1m) (ol0lcemant-r-lamcal-lme-laamaleymDy-lal iar 
Maybe | am just a human the same way that there are 
alUlaar-lal-mlam (Nar 4-3-1 (Tare m aaron (ore) a olg-sanvmanleroamaal~ 
same as back home. | felt quite good about that. 


Later in school when | visited classmates’ houses after 
class was finished | found it interesting to explore 
idatcli malo) anlqscvan Mal-mcYol0] ale/-m\ZolUmecol0] (oN al-y-l emanate MUN Mele 
the windows were different and especially the scents 
colaaliaromicolanmaar-M dixeial-lal-lalem of-ldalcore)aatcm\-1e-el iia aloud ny 
lag larel-mm mcole late mim o-el0] |[-1m ol-Lor-]U1X Mm dali melelair-laali (oy 
IN{-te Kelley] alo M-lalm-jare)e) eliale N-lmual-ey-laal-m ol (-[a-\-emelel 
still the things they bought were not the same and it 
made such a difference. Maybe it was the materials 
that the house was made of as well. All my classmates’ 
homes had a different scent to it. The fridges were 
always interesting. They all ate stuff! would not, and 
the inside were always arranged according to each 
family’s systems. The milk might be on a top shelf in 
olaal-Wigrelei-tw- [are mim Z-l-maat-’2 elm NVAlale RoLol\Zemlam-ele-\\-16 
in others. 

Also, there were many approaches to butter. The 
olg-lale-mielel ome hai-lem-xolanl-Mar-lol olUlak-l@l elcete lore migelan 
~Valiaar-lisyucrelaat<m ar-(em ant-1eel-lalal-Yuolual-1e-e-10] osiah duh ncte mols 
artificial products. Even when serving it, some took it 
lag-]fe | alm icelaamaal—m ox- (el <-lel late pave ant -micelaamdal-m o)(-[1d(om ele) ¢ 
ohda-1a-Mile-ym OLUL mi allan oe] melm@ ole) @nUidam-leexelanley-lanvlare 
lid on. |remember a particular visit to a friend with a 
ico\ ike anmaal-Meil-\Sam Mal-Molual-le-welolmalvlale|ava-lit-1m@ ol-lare mia 
idal-Wer-]gol-lamcola- Mall (-m-laleM-lalk-tomKomelg-] es-volanl-vaaliare 
to eat. | was fascinated with how much butter they 
used. They smeared it on everything. With liver paté, 
sausage and even cheese. | remember being offered 
Wol-t-lem-vomUalit-mimaar-lo(-maal-Mwialikom ele] ce-1i- liam elr- lane 
seem grey, with butter from one of those plastic boxes 
it came in. It was that type that never really solidifies, 
not even in the fridge. The box was on the kitchen 
folU Tah k-lamaat-le(-me)mel-1a ole) i(Jal-cem-Jelelac-toMant-lae)i-mmial(on 
VERMA Molme | huK-lal ale Re] a-y-I-)/aciaalelo(e[-s-maar-lme)(-t-1aal-to 
Tamdat-mile|aieaar-lexer-laat-mualcolelolam-Eillaam)UlalelolWalanaale 
oY-1 Mi] Rovmual—-W.4ixelal-lanl Malou olUhae-la dallicmWZ-}omaar-[e(-Me) i 
Mierexe RVAida- Me) (Olalma] ok-larem exe) <-romll.<-e-rolaar-iaaliale Mele 





would give small kids so they won’t hurt themselves. 
AMalie-) ex-1401(-Pm oles-ialeR--e- I daliccrmar-lon-MiUlanl one) meluhac-lmela 
its tip that looked like it was in a competition with the 
cial -X-s-X- Mo) am dalomnr-] ©) (-Mal-y aul Ko mime) maven ecolel (ol (ole) aanrela-) 
pale. It was glittering in the sun that had visibly heated 
it in a way that had caused its consistency to resemble 
idgr-jmoym efee hm (oldlolarm Maalel-smar-)U-m ol-\-la mvc] 0)h Mikey4-la Miceli 
quite a while. | don’t really remember, but | was just 
staring at this butter like it was staring back at me and 
MV-Ker-] ©) (ROM a -Y-LoM pal maarelelol alas me (-Yoillal-Yomual-Molaicle 
Kay-l-mar-1aemkon (exe) a-)ar-laremaalial <iaremeym olehadiare mimi amaany 
mouth was even worse. 


| never felt at home in any of the others’ houses. Even 
though they all were very friendly and even their 
parents were sweet and said things like “make yourself 
at home” | felt like that was only to be polite. | had the 
feeling that if | really did as | would at home, then they 
MVolUl co maalialaciie-lalel-)\ xem aaey 

At some point after being the guest for a while, the 
same feeling always came to me. | wanted to get away. 
Out of the house, out of whatever game we were 

ol F-W alate m- laren [Ulimel-imr-N)\7-)VA Malm ol-S-1m\/- 1M RexolUl (emele 
halan-ielovaie-W\7-)yaldat-} Rellelalmmar-NV{-mKen->4ell-llam-lanvanaliare 

to anyone. Oh it was the worst if the parents would 

ask why | was leaving. They never stop asking more 
questions. They analyze my answers and they are 
skeptical of my story. | just want to go and they talk 
and talk. Outside it felt so great. The freedom was out 
idal-1a— Yanko alo)M-1-) ml eLU]MK— le al-t-1K-Tol eV maal-B-10] allele Maton eY-1K— 
‘ol at -X-s-X-u- are Male -y.de)i-lal-1u(olal-M-1e-Mal-1-1el-ce Rel man- a 
MVZclalncxre mkomelomcomual-M)Vololel-no)mval-Wol-y-[aanelalUim-]i olan 
bench for some time in the shade. 

KmYC-}-Me]a-1-] miko -S-Yor-] oX-MU lal) ole), <-ami- lanl AU) (-maal-lmelal~ 
xolUl (om olg-t-) @uiiaaroleimn <aroiialem-lalem-ielo(ol-lal \melg-t-1K-¥r-) 
oy-rem-)dagtos-)o)al-1c-Pm aN -maleldale)(-mKomi-\-lmaal-lm-\-1a/anallale 
Kxeferexek-lalek-ielolel—lal hala i-mial-mere] gale) (-1k-me)e] eles ike 
Especially if the parents were angry. They never show 
it really, but you feel it. They don’t want to create a bad 
situation but if they could they would really be angry. 


In 6th grade there was a ski trip in the winter to Sweden 
for a few days and | couldn't go because | couldn't 
af-Varel(-mox-liare Mm \Zidamual-Moldal-le-mice)aamaa)xeit-lsme) minaret 
Toyater 

My parents called it homesickness in the letter they 
sent to the school where they explained why | was 
Ular-le)(-mnemeley 

yN im aXe) aatom Wi)imn eX-1an-1eMm Mal-Wi--l | [arene l(olammeo)aal- meen sar= 
when | was there. 

(Cig-TelUr-l | \aimelolm-mlolmel-lac-laUiianelaal-emolUlmimVolel(onial| 
show up once ina while. Even in high school. Healthy 
ireXete at-lem-]AWr-N em eX-X-1a Mian] okelak-lalemcomaal-m-lalemiamalrela 
school not many shared that view. When my friends’ 
¥-haare Mm ar-Loliacmeleymcotonulalal-t-livehva Ma-r-lihmal-(om-Mar-leemilanice 
Nam-laidic-mel-Nmlalirel-m-marelex-MiUiamelalhaeiall ©<Fana lend (oy 
soda and burgers was a sure way to make that feeling 
of wanting to get away come up in full force. Fast-food 
was easy and | always felt like | was causing trouble 

Kolm Z-Valalatemcxe)aar-suallalemelhai-1c-lalmam Mal-\VAVVOlUlrem-Ic). aU zareit 


was wrong with 
idal-miUlal qxereten-lare 
Mefole] re lammilaremuare 
words suitable for 
akolalalsieliuiatemual-lear 
Yom sates ant-oom Muelle 
Uimaleymcy-Na-laNvadallale pa 

didn’t want any either, so when | was offered | just told 
them that | wasn’t hungry. | enjoyed their company and 
ijal-Jarer1all om WVal-lamime lela mexe)aal-mkon celele Mala \T-1-Neli-t-1 melt 
a while even with the food discrepancy. 





iMat-wi-i-)ilare ove ol-Vialemual-molalhymelar-Myr-laidiare mcxelaar-vualiare 
oThai-1a-Jalmdat-lamaanva oL-t-1e-3-1K-] a k-te MKeN-Jale\ a0) OM amasrela—) 
1) oX-You dd at Lam cerexem-lale mele) are melelmelamaal-Mii-1-1.<-lalel-Kels 
wom allo] amxelarete)m oX-Taul-s-W)-1-8- laren al-laelal—-m maleyd tere male 
MV me]acy-lam Ulam amdal-mol-xellalaliavem olUimual-MI-in-mallelalmeyoN\, 
kebab the others always wanted between drinks or on 
the way home was horrible every time. 
The amount of time | have patiently spent waiting for 
senselessly drunk friends trying to battle their alcohol- 
Yoy-],<-1oM elec ll-1aaikemi0] olaalics-}re)am-laremel-Vi\-lar-meelal-Va-vall 
TolalnclareM- minal Mecol0] ahi-1 me) mual-Mrelelomadulel @icmol-\\Z0) ae 
measure. 
Nm dalicy Xe) [al wm t-1 diate Ken \-1a\Zelal~ 
olUsmual-MelUN mua ’{lalemKont-] <oMVolUls 
order somehow seems more 
Taal eXelar-lalemslareleliiaren- Bea 
ovmlarerolal-c-vare-w-l ane larelolan 
people passing by is what 
MolU lke ar-Ye) oX-lamaslolg-Molacla 
than actually explaining that 
datum <-1of-] omar-}-mcomol-m)UinalolUhmelalrolars 
lox-Yor-1UX-aar- may (010] (eo Rol-S-10ce)Va- 10h 
nko) oX-movan 4-s-1 are m-]ahielaiom oX-)/elaremaali-a exe) lala 
When they finally got their food, they would inhale a 
dav gemo)mialam-Mil-llae-lalemualceimual-Me-v-1m-1mcxolaal- MU lal lU[e,.4\) 
passerby or a car and then run away. The feeling 
comes to me at this point. | just want to get away from 
everything. 
@ifeF-Tc-ink-\-w- lace mdal-mnal(o ole) (olar-laie-lanl-1| meymal(eeldial-Mn 
also a sure way to recall it. Too much booze, friends that 
Fev WVeMVLaame [UNV ce- late mel lalcmlamual-mallelaiar-l Kon eld <-1ep 
@)at-w-jat-lenual-mosdal-lmnal-\Varelelalem-velaal-vuallale meaty mar-le, 
been looking for in some random else. At least for 
tonight. Maybe this is what it was all about from the 
ox-Xo}lalaliate Pala aal-vamual-Meo)al-wdar-mm-11.<-Yomual-waslel-ymr-lale, 
carried the spirit of the party towards more drinks, 
aKoAW a o¥-1e-e-laleMantolg-e-10] ol-imirell-]m-Lere (0r-Tait-1ara-smcelelare, 
Yolaat-Yolal-Meenjal-]e-mual-W-1-1 me) mnal-Malellle-woymual-Mallelalr 
Udall ale mM at-le mel i=t-]e) el-t-le-re mm-tolaal—idaliaremar-le)ex—ial-re male 
oer agro mconanl-mual- lm mar-lemalonrel-y-mUar-la m)\-1xelellale| 
em dal-M oy-] em al-Mel aia] @elamaal-me-]e)(-Mlamicolaimeymant= 
idg-Talscelanal-to ey-lo,.allaicon- Maal aelmelal-t-1 om] (ee) ale] Zidane la 
Ulalkel-laahit-loll-mece)alecorend(olame)m-lauiilel-)m-lelellihi-s-e-]ale miei 
enough sugar to mask the taste of deceit. It was sold 
as a fresh and exotic dash of summer. A promise that 
now appeared as fake as the interest | had shown for it 
ol-1ce)g-mnal-Meyual-1e-m at-lom(-vaem [celal lori \maal-melalal.@-lalon 
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at least had something in 
common after all. | drank 
it to be social and to fit 
(ia 
| talked to strangers to be 
sociable and because my 
friends enjoyed the whole 
thing so much. | realized 
that | was out because of them. It also 
occurred to me that | only saw my friends on the 
weekends. | can’t really say why it took me so long 
to notice this, maybe | was denying it, maybe | was 
hoping for something to change, maybe | needed to 
feel part of a social structure so | paid for it by ignoring 
my own values. When the others had gotten what 
they wanted | was left again with my feeling of being a 
foreign substance in a body that is trying to expel me. 
For a while these people made me feel at home, a 
feeling so evasive to me was now escaping again. 


When | started to study | stepped into it with great 
passion, curiosity and ambition to learn and focus on 
a different aspect of my life that | truly loved. From 
the get-go | was met with a punch in the gut. There 
was a two day trip arranged for us to get to know each 
other which was basically a two day party straight. 
The last thing | wanted anything to do with. | skipped 
it because the thought of beer, cigarettes and cheap 
junk food for two days made the feeling of wanting to 
get away rumble in my stomach. 

Ever since the butter | have had a hard time 
understanding how others can be so attracted to 
things | am not. | thought that we are all human, 

so where do this difference come from? How can 
your tastebuds be so pleased by something | find 
unappealing? The difference is curious to me and | 
have no problem with it. But | find it hard to deal with 
when | have to explain why | don’t like alcohol. It’s like 
saying no is not enough somehow. It's like there has to 
be a reason beyond simple preferences. Yet if | were 
to ask people if they would like to eat my socks it’s 
somehow fine with a simple no. At least that’s what | 
imagine. 


Back in high school | stopped drinking alcohol. From 
one day to the other. | just decided it. This made 

me notice how much alcohol permeates through our 
culture. It was everywhere. 

The beach, dinner, football on TV, lunch, bar, meeting 
in the park and birthdays. It was really eye-opening 

to experience. | also quit eating sugar. That was 
around the same time and | was 15. For a year | had as 
little sugar as | could. | stayed away from most fruits 
because they had fructose in them. On a trip to Greece 
with my family we were hiking through a canyon from a 
high plateau to the ocean. 8 kilometers in | was feeling 
really slow, my feet were heavy and the sun was so 
intense | would zigzag around the trail to catch the 
shadows from the trees. 

My body was completely drained. Any kind of sugar 


molecule had been used up ages ago and not even 

an apparition of a carbohydrate was anywhere to 

be found. | had a banana which | knew was full of 
sugar, but | ate it anyway and this is probably the 

most concentrated load of sugar | had eaten in 

almost a year. It was like swapping a dead battery 

for a supercharged one. The energy came from my 
stomach and | felt the sugar filling up through the 
blood and forcefully making its way into the muscles, 
that ferociously launched at the carbohydrates as if | 
had dumped a piece of barbeque chicken into a pond 
of piranhas. It was fast and everything tingled inside. 

| had always been very aware of my body and here | 
knew that | had probably been a little too extreme with 
the sugar restrictions. | silently promised myself to take 
better care of my body from this point forward. 


When | started actually studying after | had skipped 
the two day introduction party | applied for every 
workshop and learned 3d printing, laser cutting 
machine, CNC-milling, vacuum forming, the lathe, 
plasma cutter, welding, casting clay, plaster and 
metals, ceramics, glass and sewing. | really liked 
learning these things and | did it purely from being 
curious about the methods and techniques. | learned 
later that this approach would set me up to 

be able to see more opportunities for 
creative outputs. | was hopeful 
that the program | had chosen 
that offered all these different 
skills would be the most 

open to a broad set of ideas 
regarding projects. 

| was both right and wrong. 

In the beginning of studying | 
learned a lot but | found no mentor 

figure. When my interests began to grow and revolve 
around subjects that were besides the focus of my 
program, | had a hard time finding the support | felt | 
needed. | often felt discouraged after talking to a tutor 
because | couldn’t align my thoughts with a concept 
that had to be produced physically. | was interested in 
what design and art even was and | spent time reading 
philosophy and books on theory to see if this would 
offer any answers. This opened up possibilities for 
exploring design concepts in new ways. The third year 
we got texts that the school provided us through the 
curriculum and they were about philosophy. It was a 
collection of short texts and served quite well as an 
introduction to each person’s worldview and thought 
production. 

It took lots of focus to thoroughly go through all the 
words | didn’t know, but by doing this | learned that 
when philosophers use words, the same words | can 
use, they don’t necessarily mean the same thing. Take 
for example Robert Pirsig who wrote an entire book 

to explore the metaphysics that stem from the word 
“quality”. 

| knew to approach it like that because | had read the 
author | just mentioned, a few years before | got the 





curriculum from the university. 


| noticed the names of the philosophers in the 
collection and they all had such great sounding names. 
One was Gilles Deleuze, seriously great name. It 
sounds like an entrée at a really good place to eat. Not 
a place that’s too expensive or so fancy that it turns 
into a theater, but a place that just has great food. 
Well, | was curious where in the world these people 
with interesting names were so | made a map of the 
world and put their names on the country in which they 
were born. 

| learned where they were from, but | also noticed 
something else. Most of them were from Europe, a 
few from the United States, one or two from Asia and 
nothing in Africa, Australia, India or anywhere else for 
that matter. 

| found it quite interesting that the knowledge and 
insights that these people had produced, and my 
university had compiled were mainly Euro-centric. | 
thought that a human from Africa was able to produce 
as profound insights as anyone else so | started 
researching philosophy from all the blank spots on my 
map. 


During my studies | did many different types of 
projects and | learned that the school taught me 

to work through a specific structural approach. It 

was basically like this: a project revolves around 

a problem that has to be solved. | had increasing 
difficulty keeping my focus through the projects and 

| experienced having all kinds of ideas that were not 
useful for the current project. | became interested in 
what would happen if | threw away the dogma from 
the school and really explored what would happen if 
the brain was let loose, free to create anything and 
everything. How far can the imagination be stretched, 
can logic break, can the brain unlearn and forget in 
order to make room for healthier patterns of thought. 
These types of questions were rapidly coming to me all 
day long. | filled up notebooks on the side with these 
ideas and fantasies. | drew characters that embodied 
these skills, huge structures that were impossible 

to build and | drew alien forms and strange shape 
languages. It was great to have this place where | 
wasn’t pressured to think in a certain way. | was free 
to follow every impulse and let the mind run free. 

| felt really good doing these explorations. | was 
comfortable and spent hours filling page after page. 
This became sort of a mental home. Somewhere | knew 
| could return to when | wanted for just a few minutes 
when | was waiting for something or other times for 
many hours. 

What was in my notebooks couldn't be aligned with 
my projects at school. | tried. Over and over. The 
structure that started with a rational foundation of 
research, tests, interviews and collection of empirical 
material just felt like it was all making the end product 
less interesting. | felt my thoughts run away time and 
time again. The feeling of wanting to get away had also 


slowly come back. 

Until this point the university was where | spent all my 
time and now this feeling came back and | started to 
feel like | wasn’t home in my own projects the same 
way | had been earlier. | felt like all the thoughts and 
work | produced for my concepts were like eating junk 
food and that lukewarm butter with my brain. | felt at 
home in my notebook where there were no rules. | felt 
comfortable in the ideas, the shapes, the concepts 
and visions. Like seals in the Antarctic that poke their 
snouts through small holes in the ice to breathe | 
would plant my snout in the notebooks and let my 
brain relax and flow into the pages. Unconsciously | 
started to see the shapes and forms from my notebook 
in contrast to my surroundings. As something other. 
For example | would see the buildings of the city, 
objects in stores, surface structures of the pavement 
and so on as something that was very different from 
my drawings and my concepts of buildings, objects 
and patterns. | would look at the city a bit the same 
way as when | would look into the fridges of my 
classmates in elementary school. Everything was 
familiar, but it wasn’t really for me. That was the type 
of feeling. | felt again that | wasn’t home and | wanted 
to get away, to leave, but | had no idea how to escape 
this time. | just wanted to be somewhere where | didn't 
have to deal with any of it. | wanted my thoughts and 
ideas out of my head to create my own home and | 
just couldn't do that because all | drew was too large, 
impossible or expensive to actually make, or all three 
things at once. My head was going so fast at this point 
producing ideas after idea that would branch into 
several new and | was stressed like | was one week 
away from an exam. 


A year before, around the time when | had just come 
to the realization that the ideas | wanted to explore 
didn't match very well with my university | applied for a 
semester abroad and | went to Iceland for half a year to 
study design in a different setting. The art and design 
practice is relatively young compared to the Danish 
and | figured that this might allow them to be more 
free and experimental because they wouldn't be so 
locked into any kind of creative identity conceived in 
the past. 

In Reykjavik | lived in a large house and | studied at 
the university for architecture and design which was 
everything | had needed. | had two teachers while | 
was there and they would randomly pop into the study 
and just leave a stack of books on my table, say a few 
things about them and just leave again. It was great. 
They introduced me to new ways of thinking about 
design and art. From my readings | rewired completely 
the way | looked at how to combine theoretical 
thinking and conceptual development. | experimented 
with letting go of analyzing whether something would 
be good, bad, weird, extreme, expensive or anything 
for that matter. | practiced letting go of any kind of 
judgement of an idea before | had tried to write it 
down, draw it or somehow give it a chance 
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Koll ol- Pa Mal-lool-\-1amn\/-laluiare comma’ mnalice-]0)e)cel-lea mela 
Koyaretalaat-m-lalemal-1e-m m\c-1-er-1o)(-mcomeeolanlelial-mimWiidamdal- 
material provided by the teachers. Here | read about 
SJel-rel0l 1a mel-r-1(e apm arelarialelaat-lam ol-1ce-] eld(e]apaes-1aal(e 
timescales, agency, ownership, natural resources, 
commodities, politics, economics, ecology, material 
nar-}e)eliate ney s-1e—0amealial dae m-larem-xom aalelovamaatelc- mal Mal-\V 
didn’t care if the things we delivered for exams were 

a product, a book, a song, a sound, a video, a smell, a 
poem, performance or even a thought. Everything was 
accepted. 

@TaT- Melman man iomilar-lm ole) (-ree- Muy e-lelelUimaal-muallalel 
alUlaat-larswciar-lc- m0] alee) alYoolel-ih\ar- ale exe) alt-[eak-Yom- ll o)[e) (ele hy) 
Flomomel-im e\-1ddmel-ial-t-e-lalem-rol0]] olaal-lal mom aele] (omit) <— 
bacteria from my own body and cultivate them. | let 
them grow for a week before my exam and did an 
yaallolia(olamelmual-laaMlal-Mt-le0rs4inal-lal Incele]alop 


Now back in Copenhagen a year later | realized that 
IN-}-melUh aro) oY-](-lalex-W- ale mat-lem eX-\-1amcel@re [Ulin melaal~ 
time. My mind was running so fast. | was preparing 
for my master’s thesis and | asked one of my former 
classmates from the bachelor to talk. We studied the 
bachelor together but then chose different master 
programs. | wasn’t really sure what | was gonna say but 
M-larel-re me] ome-11 dlaremcolar-Mc-r-1 i \arelaremalaal-m-larem-Jelliiare 
Wielavadal are meolamallaane merd(-Yom\\Zal-lammco)(omallanmini-lialll <om 
didn’t fit in anywhere and that | just wanted to create 
idat—mdallaleiom mar-remlaMea\manlialorm m(-mal-laleli-xe mia el-vac-la 
id ar-]alm exol] (eM a-\.-M-\V.-1am ale) ol to ce) eal mM anl-(e(- Maal McX~) 
completely accepted and that | was okay the way | am. 
He also suggested to me that | could try to meditate. 
mlomialdgeto[U(a-Yomaal-Mcomxo)aal-suallalem oy-1-omr-larem Mar-\Vi-m el-\-18 
experimenting on my own since then. It was very 
interesting to try out. 

| followed a guided session where a voice 
basically instructs you through the 
Viale) Kommaliarep 
It was a strange thing because it is 
so deceptively simple. It was really 
Ulselaiiaremcomaal- mare) a ida(-maelalige) 

I TeadT-1 IN mar-lomeN-1annVial- lm al-] ©) eX-al= 

when | close my eyes and just sit 

still. | don’t lack the patience, | 

can sit for a long time without a 
fo}gele){-iaavm ol0l aaa aaliaremelel-1-e-lale melee 
MaaWlasiuaurerc-Yomcomuallal @oymaal-mela-y-iaa 
and feel it come all the way in and all the way 
olU] my Nef-llam-lalom-ler-llamUlalui mim ol-\eo)anl--mie-meo)\/aMaahvanalaae 
NWikolgomlatsida lead lolalcmevolanl-Mam Malia) ao) ioe] m-ialelel(o(-le-yar-1ale. 
idalial ola (cidel ale elem Val-lamelUm->dar-l(- Ma Cclt-bar-lale manila @eyi 
ice turning to water. One more breath, water turns to 
Ni-] oe) eam Mal --N “Wr 1 e- mel elt To = late m2al—1am me [-1mkomdall-m ole) iais 
| start to see images. Pictures in my mind much like 
ofg=y-lanllare Pam NaI) auit-iamicelanme)al-muallaremcomual-Mal->. aml] <-w740 
movies that are allowed to run for 50 frames and then 
cut to the next. | started to experiment with how to 
X<-t-yo ni dal-Mcelele Mam tal-m oleteh\ Aum ol(eudel<-Maa\vme)(oletemiaalcolele|a 
my veins. | imagine how it runs. Then to keep focus | let 
it branch out from the torso to include arms, then legs, 







into the feet and hands. Picture all the blood vessels 
1iKo\ late Par Vare mdal-lalelelaamel0 | mmns\-\- Mi aaa gem e\-1e\olan 
WiKelg-mele-r-ldaliare pmanrelc-miColuilare pesit-lamcon-jollamialcm el(eiillg- 
around real slowly. See it in 3D. | continue like this. 
WAV al -Yalm ->-coX—alanl—laln-XemiL<-mualcM miele lalem-Me [Ulin mel lalolel- 
technique for creating pictures. It goes like this: Picture 
WelUlaX-limcae-] ale llale Ml amicelalmeyar- Mn iale-M7-] A @)amealomZ-1 IMIS 
Ww ef-}ialaiaremantelelaic-re M-Xo Mi Wall mdal-m of- [el <j[e(- Me) mnal-Mer]aNi1 
ic-Lex-}on\ 010 Mim COLUCX-\- Mali e-laal-Want-[o(-Melm\Velelom-lale M010 
akolaKe-mnatoMciant-limar-licw-lare mela) cM Nella arel(oMimcelel-inal-1e 
Dawe e[Ulix- Mee [—mr-lalel-ver-] o\-mcel daa 1mr-lalem [amdal-manllolel[— 
dag 1g mA oM-10] ©) ofelad laren ceili (--maulalaliarem-ladier-]i Van Ola 
idakomolual-lar-t(el-Molmtal-Micelalmeymtal-Merlal\s-\-m-e-meo)(olai0] 
beautiful painting that you can’t see. Suddenly, like 

a snap of the fingers, it spins around revealing itself. 
What do you see? 


| started seeing a therapist a year later as well. | was 
n-Yexo)aalaal-Jare(-Yomxome (eM valicm o\/Acx-\\-16-] mial-lalelm-lale manny, 
girlfriend who has been very supportive. | owe her so 
much for that. Now | am learning to see all the activity 
Tam aa\vmal-x-lom--mXelaal-suallalepxom-] ©) olc-to-k-me-lual-lanuar-la 
feeling overwhelmed. | learned that | was maybe not 
giving it enough space to just be what it is. | am still 
idavilaremkomr- (exer) ol mdal-m[ol-y- a al- lem elolammal-\U-mKemaal-L<-m-1] 
of the ideas real but to use it as inspiration. 


For me, home has been many things. Since my 
experience in New Zealand | have felt that | am just 
ale laat-lam-lalem melolainm ol-l(elalemxon-lala el-lan(e0l (lm e)(-[a-e 
Home was Denmark, but since then it wasn’t anymore. 
Then home was a house where | grew up. This was 
nko)aat-Mcolar-Malolae mal anl-Pmaar-h\,olomual-Melale(-simaelacicicclals 
latelaat=m InYi-m at=(o sro ln r=) oun \AVA al-Jaln mi aato)stomml alo)aal-manle\\ctemr-|s 
I-11 Tale Mm} Ke] 0) otto lm of- Vale mm ol[-(eX-m ol-ler-]01X- Ms aaron Te 
many times. Home was my social circle in high school 
and then | realized it wasn’t. Home became my study 
and interests at the university. My interests grew and 
the home | thought was secure in my study wasn't 
nkolaat-mcolmnvalicme] co) daha m(olaal-mne] gal-vom|aikom aan’maleii-lelere) 
where my thoughts were free and | could create 
whatever | found exciting. When | couldn't realize my 
visions in the scale of my dreams my home was lost. 


Now since | have started to share more of my 
thoughts, home has become a feeling. A state of mind. 
sYolaat-saaliavemaar-leal lcm lamaarold(olare imer-lal ol-Mlalt-lal\-m-lm-Yolaai— 
feted [ah esw-lare mexelanl e){-1K-1hVmre[olal-melial-lan lanl -s-m selda-Ie— 
okay. 
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THE ONLY THING 
THAT STAYS THE 
SAME BETWEEN 
A DREAM & REAL 
LIFE (S YOU?, 


when i was six there was the swing set and the sandbox and of course the sprinkler 
waiting ‘or bathing-suited us with our mermaid barbies and our shrieking laughs. there 
was the staircase you fell down once and i fell down seven eight nine times because 
flying is easier in a small body and i liked the way the sun came through the window. 
there was iced tea on a cement block i used to call our porch that you covered in wood 
later and taught me that love isn’t as often shared as i thought it was. there was a wasp 
in the playroom that is now where i sleep and us screaming at the top of our lungs be- 
cause we knew you'd come and Save us. we live in the same house now but i still think 
that you're hiding from me that we moved and i just forgot, or maybe it’s the home 
that moved while we stayed with our feet stuck in the gravel. it’s okay. your footsteps 
still tell me it's you upstairs and outside my door. ive recognized you all my life even 
though you had another one before me. i wont let anything die in my arms. the sky is 
oigger than you think and so are you. so are you. so are you. @CIELITODESOL 
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THIRD SHIFT | B. ELAE | UNITED STATES | @B.ELAE 
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AV. ala\\ielal olq\clamelar> 


mom antsl.<-8-mielamelelmeym-|eanlsy 

but you've given me no choice 

| sink each time | lie on your chest 

and your heart reveals its voice 

i Maroerolammc-laar-llam-lamivial-le-lal' 

to this world, you selflessly honor my quest 
Trading shifts with my own arms, 

just so they can rest. 


- B. Elae, "Third Shift” 


ol valicy oleX—1aa Rea lX-1e—rem-Icele are manl—ialt-lmal-r-lidamciele)ereyar 
ixelanmcevant-laidien ex-latal-1e 








Nota itomeya 
wecres88. 


canvas. 
wixsite.com/home/lucy-beth-clay 
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BY<VialeWr-1ue-(oial-Yomcomelal-W-lalelual-la ice.) 
beautiful thing. Semi-Detached aims 
to convey the love of two people and 
inal-limexolanlaalinaatslaimneomelal-m-lavolsal-le 
especially their shared similarities - 
nalUCoia Mil. <-Muatey<\-Mo)m-BX-lanl pre (-1e-[e1a-10 
house sharing one wall. 
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FRANCE | @STELL 
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JESTEM W DOMU | ISTELLA GUAN (THEY/THEM) | PARIS, 


VI 








Stella Guan is a queer, non-binary 21-year-old from Brooklyn, New York. Currently, Stella is majoring in Fine Arts and 
minoring in Creative Writing at the American University of Paris. Additionally, they are pursuing a career as a tattoo 
artist. 

mr-\Ulateme]ceyZame) om iam-Melal-li(-1are|iaremarelelx-larel(omUisamelini(ee]imr-laaliNae-1i-ld(elaliall e-far-laleme(-r-lilalemWiitam =] BM (srelcel-lallal- 
Personality Disorder) as well as gender and cultural identity struggles, Stella uses their art and writing as the ultimate 
form of expression. 


WAViidatmat— vem oY-laudlare|-yarsik-1] Male) el-\-mron old ialem-\-1k-lal--mKomnal-Mel aio] \a( mela hla Vidal Manl—lalr-]al-r-litamelXe)cel-iar-lare 
ol-rialem-Imue-10lpat-Mc1U A UNOleN ACM icll -Iomero)alal-LoamWiidalualey-\-me(o)|aremualcol0le]am-)iaalit-lmualiate cy 


Mala el(-xe\-W wr] ofelUimm (os-[are mexolalal-xeus(o]amUVival-l-]ce|-m ol-lamolm aa Meu) ille-lm(e(-laidin al MUV-lMe-]-X-10Me)’a- Mme) | amanlolial-lar-lale 
spoke fluent Polish, but growing up in NYC caused my inevitable “Americanification” if you will. Now, | only remember 
bits and pieces of Polish and the stories my family would share with me, but | want to remember those bits and pieces 
forever because being Polish is essentially the backbone of my cultural identity. It feels like home to me. 


(Coley, <-oreinnyA0 aD 





what happens when you 


leave home 


| have often wondered 

What is it to leave home 

Is it pale and numb like a dream deferred 

Or is it like ‘a want for freedom’ syndrome? 

Is it the harvest of childhood agony twined 

Or is it like the cutting of umbilical cord? 

Is it the dead leaves flirting uselessly with autumn wind 
Or is it like the silence of a slaughter board? 

Is it the hollow earth's yearn to engulf the sky 
Or is it like a corpse - dead yet smelling of lite? 
Is it simply a baggage of hopes that lie 


Or is it like an era-long self strife? 
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Photography milicent fambrough 2021 


Digital photography 
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The warm summer days, 
Music floats on the breeze, 
The river runs, 


lam home. 


-milicent fambrough 2021 


Ves. 


TAKING THE TRAIN | MIRIAM SOKOLSKA I NEW JERSEY, USA | @GINGERALEGIRL1234 | MRMSKLSK.COM 
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Lately I've been mentally preparing to move to a big city 
for the first time. | noticed how hard | was gripping a handle 
while riding the train on a weekend trip in Boston. 


SELF PORTRAIT IN MY BATHROOM | CHLOE CHLUMECKY I WINDSOR, CANADA | 
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CHLOECHLUMECKY.COM 
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Home 


aRat-wantetelanisua-vom@\\rolnal-\e 
From here | see it bleed, 

i al-\/ac-mcotolilare oli mol0l@eni-lap 
Like mowing wasteful weeds. 





M-laaWsiaelei allan salgel-sa On \\/rolaal-1e 
ialismele)a mul lalal-Vicn-larel (-sicp 
M-loamlam-melisir-lalat-laler 

myc laielm-latemuarslarel (=F 


iat-maai-1"-] Mim ole) ream On\/lolial-1¢ 
It seeps through mortal flesh, 
N“Saal=laN eliksmela-t-le(-venel0e 

mr) flake Rela ey-[ael-remanl-s1a8 


Jaa ossjar-)andlaal=ssn Om \Vlolnar-le 
Thuan dalcolerolamant-laarelai-sn olale lala 
le Ico) ialsmaahvmalelant-i[e,aalvlale lle 
metoincmanl-mualcelelelamual-malle]alm 


Those days were gold O Mother, 
By-lo.@eo)amnal-mlarelr-laneer-\im 
Opulent ocean waves 

Had shoals of fish to boast. 


icr-1el-lelg vice m @M\/lolaal-16 

Of waters clean and pure, 

The bloodied waves grow darker, 
sTialelalepcilalsitclarelkcse 


The smell of baking bread, 

fom Koyare(-1ac-v-leal-smual males 
OlTmele-\-le-maren me lolamar-reexolanl el-1any 
Sacred garlands of rose. 


iat-weoy-ladi-Ye]celUlalem-Yoialel- a OMI rolial-le 
WAVER da MnViVZo1Ul alolsmeym aal-lammual-lim\el-s3F 
WAV cn rsxX-vo ola olaUhe-]mel0)i(-\as 

fom o)c-¥-lo Me) oy-1aI-\ye (elute an 


aBat-waatetelanisua-vom @\\rolael-\¢ 
| just wish | were home. 
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HOME IS A HUMMINGBIRD | SOPHIA MOORE |;LOS ANGELES, USA! @S.OPHIAMOORE 
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CPlome tse Cflumminghtrd 


By Sophia Moore 


I'm moving out in a month. I’d say permanently, but with the state of the 
job market, who knows where |'ll be 4 years from now: college degree.in 
one hand, childhood home keys in another. The keys with Tinker Bell on 
them, with my luck. | wonder where I'd be if.1-had picked.a different nov- 
elty key at Home Depot that day; | think | was 7 or 8 years-old, the Tinker 
Bell key sooke to me in a way the Winnie the Pooh one didn't. 


There's a voice in the very back of my. mind who thinks it's crazy. that I’d 
rather live in the snowiest city in America than sunny Los Angeles, espe- 
cially considering I'd never owned a winter coat until 3 weeks ago. None- 
theless, my tuition is paid, the ticket Is in my name, and the tiny voice in 
the back of my mind is in the minority. My parents are proud, if a little 
sad. My neighbors continuously congratulate me, even though | can tell 
they forget the name of my school sometimes. 


I've wanted to leave for years and now that it’s so close, |-can’t make it 
slow-down. Every day is one closer to packing my bags and boarding an 
airolane and leaving my. stuffed animals behind. Abandoning the desk 
that can never be moved outside my room, since it was built in it, Bid- 
ding farewell to the tiny strawberry growing in our front yard, though no 
one knows how it got there. | would say I’m scared or-sad to leave but, 
honestly, I’m not: | don’t know if I'm excited either; | just am. College 
feels like the natural next step in the progression of my life. It's something 
I'm expected to do, something I’ve been expecting of myself since ele* 
mentary school. | always said | wanted to-go out of state, and now that's 
happening. My dreams are coming true and |'’m so grateful, but numb. I'll 
blame it on the underwhelming high school graduation ceremony. Maybe 
the humidity-will shake my stagnation. 


I've been trying to notice things about my world before | leave it. | go on 
bike rides around my neighborhood, acknowledging the jacaranda and 
the chalky-handed kids who play in sprinklers every evening. | ride my 
bike in the street now, running rubber tires over potholes and cracks in 
the asphalt. | let my-eyes drag lazily along the scenery in my life, as if | 
could capture and keep the things | see, weaving a visual tapestry of my 
life in LA. 


It was in this fashion that.| met the hummingbird who frequents our back- 
yard. While lounging near.a plumeria plant, | heard the rapid beating of 
wings characteristic only to hummingbirds. | froze in my-seat, startled by 
his proximity to me. He was stopped at an allium bulb, sucking the nectar 
from its center. | didn’t dare breathe near the hummingbird:'| couldn't 
risk scaring him away. His scarlet chest and iridescent wings amazed me. 


Never in my life 
floral snack had 
tion method hax 
the vilbrancy of | 
ful but his mena 


It’s no-easy task 
hummingbird tc 
the hummingbir 
ber every detail 
hummingbirds r 
that, though the 
breasts might b: 
same type of bil 


A moving out 
appreciate Our s 
time, though, | t 


| can't see into t 
I'll enjoy living c 
don’t seem so. & 
bird frommtlying. 


had | been ‘so close to a hummingbird, and certainly not for that long. When he decided his 
been depleted, he swiftly left, and | exhaled. After | lost sight of him, | wishedsmy observa- 

1 been more precise. Just as soon as | had seen him, | began to forget. | couldn't quite recall 
nis chest or the.glint of his wings in the sun. | was frustrated: the hummingbird was so beauti- 
ary was so fleeting. | needed to see him again. 


to sit in the Southern California heat at midday. Sweating and uncomfortable, | waited for my 
reappear. I'd read, swim, sit, eat, scroll: nothing. Since our initial encounter, | haven't seen 
d.again, and |’m not sure | ever will. And still, | can’t get my mind off of him. | can’t remem- 
exactly the way | perceived it, but maybe that's not the point. I've spent time researching 
ative to California: their migratory patterns and where they exist across the country. | learned 
y're not the same species, hummingbirds exist in my future home state. The color of their 

= different, but nonetheless, red. Their wings still possess that alluring iridescence. It's the 

‘d, just in-a different place. A different home. 


ina month. Passively, | scan-our gardens and trees for hummingbirds,*their reds and greens. | 
un, the way the heat smells and-all that I’m losing by moving across the country. At the same 
hink of the hummingbirds. Small and agile and there. They exist there too. 


he future. | can't guarantee my professional or academic success,.| can’t even guarantee that 
utside of California. But when | think about my hummingbird, living here and there, things 
ad. My heart beats in the rapid succession of a hummingbird’s, but never does that stop the 
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DESIRES | MIRIAM SOKOLSKA | NEW JERSEY, USA | @GINGERALEGIRL1234 
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|| To SAY ANYTHIA 
pTHER THAN.. 





| --. AND A WIST: 
BUSH OUTSIDE 
WINDOW. 







mrmsklsk.com 


> when people ask HOME 
| 


ed for myself. 


In each little escape there's a sense of longing. 


To do it becomes a massacre, to look after 


SV1VNV | SWOH 







because looking aiter anything demands 


patience. 


What did you say? 

i (; Well, I havent yet found how to respond: 
a text, a letter, a song, a poem, a photo, an 
email, a tweet, a picture, a smile, all repulsive 


bypasses. 


In each little body there s a sense of winter: 
wide eyes blinded by the possibility of a nest to 


come back to at the end of the day. 


VV 1Sd VNANAVNNO ! VNVNVd ‘ALID VAVNYVd | OS 


In each little house theres an empty room 
where all the family members take turns to 
Fein whisper their secrets to the window. 
THE 
When people ask me about it I lie. I dont say 


anything. 


8/ 


MOORED AT HOME | ANNA ONNI| SINGAPORE | @ANNAONNI |! ONNISCIENT.WIXSITE.COM/ANNAONNI 
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Anna Onni's life goals include organising a free gathering of folks for art jamming, 
making art from dumpster diving finds, and starting a sincerely ironic meditation podcast. 
Her work can be found in The Singapore War Crimes Trials Project, The Birthday Book 
(2020), and literary anthologies Food Republic (2020) and Singapore at Home: Life across 
Lines (2021). She is currently working on expanding The Book of Sainted Aunts: 


The Illustrated Portraits of Mildly Martyred Sinners-Turned-Saints Since Queerdom Come 
that was published for this year’s Southeast Asian Queer Cultural Festival. 


AT HOME WITH MUM I TEGAN IVERSEN | MELBOURNE, AUSTRALIA | @TEGANIVERSEN | TEGANIVERSEN.COM 
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BREAKIN’ FEARS | NEWBEAM | MADRID, SPAIN | @NEWBEAM.MUSIC | BEAMONT 
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breakin’ fears 





Oo ee are —_— 
- A eet Bk ee Ra ys. 


bad 


My collages and music aim to evoke emotional trips that reach 
the deepest part of ourselves. This album is full of evocation and 
intimacy, and it invites us to break our fears, give value to the 
things that are really important and get away from what hurts us. 


2021 
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WARMTH FORA BLUE BODY | TEIA SPENCER | USA/UK | @MISS.SHAPEN 





ON (<Tah ual om(-y-]e-manl a alelaal-mal-1om el-\-1alr-||mr-]cel0 ate mual- mela (opm-lalem Vall (-mimcmol-l-la 
the most amazing adventure i would tind myself yearning for familiarity. this 
past year while being thousands of miles away from my family and in a place 
A csmelal ha [eimeo)at-ie(-lalalem-malo)aal- wm muUlaat-to mom ae)(o)ar-lalom\/-leanlial-laremialcais 
where it led me. so here is my painting; made with love from a girl in love 
with color. 





Returning Home, November 2019 


| am not yet twenty three. 
By the sea, the water turns 
In expected ways, in unexpected colours. 


My mother is rooted to the sand, 
Predicting which wave will foam by her feet. 
She is never right; she laughs each time. 


There is rain. This is not a day for the beach, 
But we planned today long before we knew 
All that would come. 


My father hates the rain, insisting we move 
| put an umbrella over us, and rest my head 
On his shoulder. 


For a few weeks now, we have barely spoken, 
He is confused: he remembers me 
Much younger. 


We have slowly been quieter, our conversations 
Growing awkward limbs in all directions: 

Spiders, webbing in rooms whose walls we cannot 
identity. 


| watch the sea turn green and white and rising. 
| look for dragons, of curling breath, white tails 
And drawn claws. We are in perpetual battle. 


The dragon recedes and resurfaces. 
| imagine a younger Me, the 
Version who fought, scratching, wrestling 


out of my father’s arms, into the water. 
He never could watch. 
| wonder if this is what my father 


Remembers, whether the prediction 
A stranger once made, that we 
ares Great Mis or eier@ceam 


Washes over his mind before the ocean. Whether he 
thinks of my younger self, uncontrollable, slipping like 
a lemon drop sunset, disappearing into water. 


| hold his hand quietly. 

We avoid conversation about the 

minor cataclysms that the sea augers, 

The foaming in the ebb and flow, the shallow sleet 
that follows us as we go. 


My grip tightens. | forget my age often. ‘Returning Home, November 2019’, first published as ‘By 
| say | am twenty three, the Beach in Vietnam in November 2019’ in Sheepshead 
As if by anachronism, a year forward, Review. Link here: 


this is exactly how things will be. https://issuu.com/officialsheepsheadreview/docs/issuu 
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GERMANY | @MICHALSKI_KRISTINA 


In this music video the audience accompanies a little lion daydreaming herself out « 
her home. The analog filmed video is finished by digital drawings and was 3 produce 
during the first pogHOWT caused by Covid-19 in Germany. — 
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Video artwork by Kristina Michalski. 
Song by DRIVEN BY CLOCKWORK. 





KRISTINAMICHALSKI.DE 
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AMERICAN HEART | ANDREA CARDENAL | MIAMI, FL, USA | @ANDREACARDENALART 





Being born in Mia arents, growing up 
in Central America, living in several cities in the USA and 
Europe as an adult, sometimes it's hard to know where home 
really is. Is it where | was born? Where I grew up? Where | live 
now? Where I've lived the longest? I've found that | can find 
pieces of home wherever there is love. Where my family lives. 
Where my friends are. Where someone who loves me and who 
I love will open their arms to me. Home is not always a 





physical place, but a space we find in our hearts. 


100 





VIVIEN-SOLVEIG.DE 


; 
/ 
/ / 7 ’ 
Uf \ 

OW 5 | 

Ju , ' 

/ ' | } 
Af) | 
Uy 
Thi 
af lf 


® | 

TA ie 

rs) ‘y y 

—* . U ' J : 
was 
; le \ 
y / 





ANDOIOD) | DISATOS N&IAIA | NVAAS 








HOME- A SPACE FOR BEING YOURSELF! |! BANANI DAS CHOWDHURY |! GUWAHATI, INDIA 
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‘lam Banani Das Chowdhury, a resident of Guv 
write to converse/share my soul’s mu 





Home, the only place where you feel like yourself! 
The four walls of a house don’t always make a home, in the sam 


atolaal-mual-laMimaleyal oll] lim {idem l0l-1mi cele) sim ilele)e-mmUlalele)/\cm- lave melelel ss 





mlelaalcouisee concept! 
Home isa percept! 
mlo)ant-micm-Mici-vlaler: 


Why do you call the house where you are “the home”? For this | 
beside your loved ones, be it your parents and siblings, or partn 


folal=ssmdidamnVialelaaln (in ict-lmest-licirs] ale Mer-]a-vein(e)em (ol0 Ini -\-) l- s\-lalsi-me) i « 


is the very place you yearn to return to after every hectic day of 


Why do you wish to return home? For this is where your skin fee 


place you choose to rest and relax, this is where you feel free an 
comforted in. 


The idea of your home is actually not how spacious its rooms are 
ever small, medium or large in space it is. Where the heart feels 


of “sweet home”. 


The other species of nature, apart from human, also have this se 


UNat-welice-Melelicemual-limme\iiamal-si Mellie (-1andn’AW altel ual-Mal-1oMemaaromaar: 
many other living soecies making the trees, forest, land, water a 
and others live in isolated residences. The meaning of home for 


ilat-wel-1ce-)oidkelamelmarelank-mce)m@an\-mal-\e(elm-IAZ-1il-1em ol-16-)el-1ethi- mole) 
my family. But amongst all the rooms of our house, | feel the mo 


And this feeling of being at home also resonates with not just m 
ol0] Pd aleX=\\/-) ars] ale ml Zar=1k-\1-) a aal-).<-m als Wic\-lmee)aniiolax-vom-lalomil<-m| 


My sibling, with whom | share the room of my heart with, makes 
fortable make space for a home within my home. My own soul s 


AUTHOR'S BIO: 


vahati, India. Writing brings out free expression for my thoughts. | 
sings and learnings with myself and the world at large.’ 


Winvaag 


e way that it isn’t just bricks and cement that make the foundation of a home. What is 
? 


orings in a sense of security, being shielded with love and care. Generally you reside 
er/spouse, your children and or the likewise. Basically you build a home with your close 
elonging to that place which you call “home,” with emotions being attached to it. This 
Vols axe) am tal oe) n= (er-ikelal- late me) am tal-MIL<-AWASCe 


Is adhered to, you teel the warmth of love, the recognition and acceptance. This is the 
d open. You identity being here and accept this very place as your sate haven to feel 


> or how big it is in per square teet area, it's with whom you share that space with, how- 
love, it becomes home for us, and to reside in this space together makes the concept 


[alsxoWelin ol-)(e) aleve mom tat=imarelantce 


aterials they collect from mother nature, the lions live in their own den and there are 
nd others their place of residence. Some lives form a social community as humans do 
every being is a space where one can be their own selves wearing their own skin. 


ia SJolerelhiker= Nib and in generalized versions. For me home means the place | reside with 
st_as at home in my own space |.e my room. 


y own room but also to everyone and everything near or far, close to heart, part of my 
can be as myself. 


me feel at home. My loved ones and all the beings and things that make me feel com- 
hields a home inside. My spiritual solace and the divine make me feel at home. 
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Vly lovea ones ana ali the beings ana things that make Me Teel comtTortable make 
space for a home within my home. My own soul shields a home inside. My spiritual 


solace and the divine make me feel at home. 


WoW aak=w ol=ialem-1cel0latem at-ldela-m-lale Me) es\=)avdlaleMitcm aat-)(=s:18 atc lS\oMl aal-1<-som aalouiotou meh ale) anlee 


WlolUigar-lilake Maahamtarelelolaiecwr-lalemididiate Micw-larelial-lauaal=xelllaaMmialleaMicmaal-mare)aarom Kom aan 
VVc¥=laVASrOlUl Maio) aalsiulaalsssmecole)-<lalom salva i\ialmielolom-lalom at-\dlalem-Ini-t-\simn/\/iualaal’are)’i-te melal-is 


is what | feel home is. 


The cup of black tea | often have a sip of to rejuvenate me to come home, the 
Sefejnaliare mexelelaceMelme-IlaMmear-melalis olive elm olicel-vmnuar-meX-y-1UKMi0] MiLe\ui-1é-m-lare Mm tal-MvANdre NY 
iWWilaXe MM olOhun=laill-s-lele mom dal-W-l-siualoielomeovmalelaal-miUieallamaaliarcy 


My own thoughts, my own dreams, my conviction and self belief; the healing and 
growth, the introspections, the spiritual delving and insights; my musings, poetries, 
iakom=y-1aallave M-lareMcial-lalave MelMmaahVANiZaitiare MYAAKiamtal-WW\ eld Ce m= ie f-1Ke[-YaeCe]aNX-1éIiale Mdal=w el(=Xeoss 
oh aah VasXelUl PS) o)4=1-Le lake male) oX-W-lareMlals)elig-Nilelalem ie) mmaal-Yantalismee)alidge leit Male)aat-mUivalla 
myselt. 


The strength | gain through my struggles, the lessons | learn through my experiences, 
the exercise of my free will and the determination to precede on my soul's path with 
courage makes me believe in myself and builds a home in myself. 


Home can be an idea, a place, a human, pet or any sense of feeling - not just a house 
Ko cesile(-mlamelelmankelar-lmel-ilaler 


In a literal concept, for some “home” can just mean four walls, a roof overhead, the 
floor under our feet. For many, home is basically a shelter for survival. There are many 
lal elx=Talnivaree CoM ake al-Niom-lmale)aar=micemer-]imial-limxenu iain 4al-1c-Mr- lem aal-lanval ox-xe)elicme\-xereliaremia 
the streets and residing in footpaths and streets to survive, there are many homeless 
He l=TahVal eX=xe) el(=WivareM at-N'A-marom alee kX- mine INA-Miame)aner-]imal-Tiexe\uial-laremaalmimalolmelalN ale 
cases of human but also for stray animals who don’t have any proper shelter. For 
idak=yaaPMaat-lanvanrce)lelaie-1a aelsel-lalr4-hike)alsvin Wk @1@)-yaro(o)i-laalant-lalme)cel-lalr4-ikolasymelat-laie-lel (= 
trusts and the likewise have built and or continue to build and arrange “homes” to 
otter them a decent shelter for living! 


HOME- A SPACE FOR BEING YOURSELF!IBANANI DAS CHOWDHURY | GUWAHATI, INDIA 


This makes the heart heavy: being “homeless;” how some beings just desperately 
search/crave a shelter for their mortal being and the mental and emotional aspect of 
aXoyaak=molelicoliarem-lave mela k-sikellale elol-1almm-NA-10 xo) aal=s-M a1KOM ee) alice (-1e-1nleamelaeantce 


Yet there are also some who have houses to call their home, yet their souls feel like 
they're wandering or “homeless”. Where will they tind a place to reside? How will 
they build their own home? This is where the mental and the emotional aspects of 


avelaatemecolanl-wlak 


iiat-want-y-lallave Mevm-Maelant-Wer-]all el-m-ls ©l-1es\e)at-1Me=iil-)- Quem anl- lan Am eleLa ale )aat MSM iVar- lm aar-l.<os 
(oy al=Waiz\=) Mikz\-mcom ol-Welal-t-)10 
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Be at home. 





Feel yourself be free! 


IZI4d VOlY3dss - ONSAWNON | STSSAW GNIS 11.1 SYSHM SI SIWOH 


‘AINOY 


ONIJIWNON OLAV 





105 


ADVd OUSLNOWVAd | SDVIIODSHAdVd® | NIVdS CIYGVW | OYSLNOW Vad | YVYDOH 





106 





eA aANMLANn 





Dea acetate Mm 


NOD NATSEVNVSNS | IANVSNSO | VITVALSNV NI ONIATT NVATIHO | Na Tad VNVSAS | SYSQCTINOHS AW NO SSNOH AW 


10/7 


< 
a 
= 
[tl 
= 
< 
QO 
< 
SZ 
© 
A 
< 
Zz 
< 
U 
: 
q 
Zz 
t_ 
Zz 
rm 
= 
O 
< 
— 
Oo 
all 
(a 











7. 


\ 
’ > 


sam6 
ri i 





TVA 
ena? 





= 
< 
t XD S 
YAN fi, ny ; 
V \F we Mi Wit ' Kh 
VY gs a i Hill neh AM Welk 















HOME IN TRANSLATION 


HYBRID. HALF AND HALF OF SOMETHING. NOT ENTIRELY SOMETHING 
YET WHOLE. WHERE iS HOME WHEN YOu LIVE IN AN IDENTITARIAN 
LIMBO BELONGING NEITHER HERE NOR THERE? INNER STRUGGLE IS 
WHAT YOU FIND THE MOST. SOMETIMES HOME if THERE, OTHERS IT iS 
HERE, OTHERS iT if A SIMULTANEOUS HERE AND THERE, OTHERS STiLL 
iT iS NOWHERE. YOU LONG FOR ROOTS BUT THEY ARE LOOSE. YOU 
WANT TO REST BUT FEEL RESTLESS. YOU FEEL TORN BETWEEN PLACES 
YOu CALL YOUR OWN. AT TIMES THEY BRING YOU JOY, AT OTHERS 
NOT. YOU RECOGNIZE THEIR GOOD AND KNOW THEIR BAD. YOU ARE 
PROUD OF EACH JUST AS YOU FEEL EMBARRASSED BY THEIR PETTY 
THINGS AND MORTIFIED BY THE HORRORS THEY VE PRODUCED ON A 
GRAND SCALE. YOU ARE A TRAITOR TO BOTH AND THEIR FIERCEST, 
MOST UNQUENCHABLE CHAMPION. YOU RAISE TWO FLAGS. YOU SING 
TWO ANTHEMS. YOU PRAY THERE if PEACE. YOU HAVE TWO HOMES. 
PERIOD. 

A HYBRID. IN THE END, THERE COMES ACCEPTANCE. YOU BELONG TO A 
HOME iN GERMAN AND TO A HOME IN PORTUGUESE. YOU TAKE THE 
BEST AND AMALGAMATE iT INTO A SELF, YOUR i. YOU FIND A HOME iN 
TRANSLATION AND REALIZE HYBRIDISM IS A PRIVILEGE. YOU HAVE TWO 
HOMES AND THEY HAVE A HOME iN YOU 




















Isabel Tallysha-Soares (she/her) is a German-born Portuguese 
academic and novelist whose novels lie in an interstice between reality 


\die publisher Wrecking Ball Press. She is also the host of mini 
Aentary YouTube channel House of Tallysha. You can find her on 
Instagram as she is the only Tallysha-Soares out there! 


= @TALLYSHA_SOARES 
wreckingballpress.com/product/i-from-nothing 
House of Tallysha on YouTube 
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| left the light on for you, 
find your way right at the sight of dawn 
Elae, "Night Light" 


stuck a "HOME" sign in the lawn 
Hoping you'd be brave and 

That you'd see the trail of petals, 
that would lead you the right way 
As |, too, know the freight 

of a homeless heart 

is bleary and astray. 
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HOME! VIVIEN SOLVEIG | COLOGNE, GERMANY | @TOO_FAT_TO_PAINT | VIVIEN-SOLVEIG.DE 
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FLEETING | TWIGGY BOYER | COCONUT CREEK, USA | @SARAHTWIGGYBOYERART | SARAHTWIGGYBOYER.COM 
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Vly Fictitious 
Faberge Bee 





| revisit the past in pictures 
and think looking back means 


memories never change; 


my cling could never skew 

a still frame, 

but like a biting hand claso— 
my recall is a dying flash. 


It's my inability to let 
childhood elude the fluctuating lens, 


to attune to sepia decay, 
the over-exposure, the gray-rimmed 
ream of descending white, 


to ask—Who am !? 


| can still make out my heart sweater, 


Willie the sheepdog of the litter | chose, 


our smiles 
under orange descent, red dyes, 
rose gold glasses, and the 


wisdom in the photo's whitewash. 


Somewhere in a light wave | see 


my grandmother catch a process in a scurry, 


a mark of eternal progress that fades 
but stays a pixel the same, 


each piece a fleck of peach. | hold 


two reflective surfaces curtseying, 
each tendril—dust of us. 


Do we keep pictures to remember or forget? 


| inherited a bouquet of dandelion parachutes, 
the woman who took the photo— 
her brooch and pearl white 


skin to stick it in 


to feel the sharp end; 
| want to bend its brittle counterfeit wings, 


remedy my intermittent memory. 


Previously published by Creative Writing Ink 


Kaci Skiles Laws is a closet cat-lady and creative 
writer who reads and writes voraciously in the quiet 
moments between motherhood and managing 
Crohn's Disease. She grew up ona small farm in 

a Texas town alongside many furry friends, two 
sisters, and a brother. She has known tragic loss too 
well, and her writing is a reflection of the shadows 
lurking in her psyche. Her work can be viewed at: 


kaciskileslawswriter.wordpress.com 
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VIEW OUTSIDE | RUITING WANG I SINGAPORE | @TINGLYART 
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GROUP CHAT | EUNICE LAI | CANADA | @DOYOULIKEKETCHUP | EUNICELAI.FORMAT.COM 
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| feel at home when | chat with my friends :'] 
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| USA | @MEGHANSDREAMDESIGNS 
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MY THOUGHTS ABOUT MY DREAM HOME| MEGHAN LEVAUGHN 
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TO BE HUMAN IS TO CARRY A MANIFESTATION OF WHERE YOU FIND YOUR 
SENSE OF BELONGING. | SEEK CONSOLATION IN THE OBJECT OF MEANINGS IN 
RUNNING AWAY FROM THE WHOLE WORLD OUTSIDE OF ME. 
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CHAMP DE FLEURS II | TWIGGY BOYER | COCONUT CREEK, USA | @SARAHTWIGGYBOYERART 
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Deep in the night, we discover we loved 


digging. 


| imagine you, in the fractured sun, 
digging with green mittens on 


in frozen February. 


This is from before, when hurt 
had not yet pooled and collected 


as gritted soil at the edges of our hands. 


This is from when there was no need 
to gather and speculate over land: 
where every bit of frosted earth 


contained possibility of alternate life; 


from when our loneliness was so 
pale and so profound, that we dug and dug 
in the hope of tunnelling to the other side 


of the world 


—or if we were lucky— 
finding other palaeontologists 
deep in the throes of the earth, 


breaking even at this sign of life. 


Our faces morph. We are digging, 

repeating the names of the 

dinosaurs we knew, confusing them 

with Pokémon we knew. 

We befriend everything we find, 

earthworm, old plastic bag, oddly shaped leaf, 
sharing in this ancient obsession that 


has lived, and will keep on living: 


years later, we are digging still. 

None of us seeks dinosaurs now. You, 
after you found that they were, indeed, 
dead; me, after | realized that digging had 


led nowhere. 


The night grows older. We are 

probing, dusting old memories, raising 
old bones of contention, when you say 
how odd it is, to have lived lives before 
each other, orbits without touch; a life 
which cannot be unearthed, fossilized in 


memory. 


This is why we dig. | ask what 
the greatest gift you have ever received is. 


You name my childhood dream, 


| imagine you, as | imagine me: 
standing over thawing soil 
gathering shards of the river 
to hold them 


up against the sun 


You are always wearing a hat, 
and the sun prisms into violet and gold 


every time it lands on you. 


We laugh. And then cry; palaeontologists 


having finally discovered life. 


“Palaeontology”, first published in Up The 
Staircase Quarterly: www.upthestaircase. 


org/stuti-pachisia.html 
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PLAY HOUSE! VEE CRI VANCOUVER, CANADA | @VINCENT.CHORABIK | VINCENTCHORABIK.COM 
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PATTERS OF MOTION 


There are creaks and moans in my house 
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Pen plotter drawing on found photo 
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suggestion of presence . 

where void could be ShadOwen: ruins. 

a pensive monarch waiting on a_ 

tourist lost but still needing “that netecily 
celtic picture, y'know?” or a ghost that’s 

been feeling particularly out of place lately 
with no roof to haunt beneath or occupants to 
spook above 

only hollow wind and presumptuous moss 


hastily settling within vacant walled premises 
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Video (below): Sensory s 
Photographs (left): Pieces 
6c/0 Digital print with Lat 
Ana Loureiro (Portugal, 1 
the Faculty of Fine Arts o 


her last graduation seme: 


Currently, her artistic prac 
in consideration her pers« 


Her projects have been p 





bmersion 


of identity 


ex color, 230g Photo paper matt, 270 cm x 120 cm 


791) is a visual artist living and working in Vienna. She graduated in Fine Arts - Painting at 
Porto University (2009-2013) and attended the Academy of Fine Arts Vienna (2013) during 
ster. 


NOD OUlFdNOTVNV 


tice focuses on the relationship between architecture/ space and its inner memories, taking 
onal experience and through a multidisciplinary approach. 





resented in several countries: Austria, Germany, Switzerland, Croatia, Belgium and Portugal. 
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These pieces are parts of my reflections on my relationship with home and family in the suburbs. 
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| MUMBAI, INDIA | @SHREYA.JPEG 


Promised Land 


PROMISED LAND | SHREYA KHOBRAGADE 


136 





Shreya Khobragade is a rising 
sophomore at Ashoka 
University, India. Her interests 
include language, gender, 
policy, and the intersections of 
technology and culture. This 
poem was written in an 
attempt to understand and 
quash her aspirations to 
whiteness 


Everything is replaceable 

until your tongue is dipped in iron, 

hardening into a language that you've known 
only as a colonisers' gift: 

so you put a bow on top of it 

and shoot silver-tipped arrows for words, 
rolling your Rs, drawing out your As 

so that the word "America" stays 

a little longer in your mouth. 


When the soil of your homeland 

mixes with the metal you have been taught to chew, 
you corrode— 

turning your stomach into knots 

and call it practice for when you sail across the seas. 
You see, 

everything is replaceable. 


Until your dustbin is full of hair 

that lost its battle with bleach. 

Light means beauty, and beauty means pain: 

that's what you've learnt, and that's what you teach 

ever since you gave up summer afternoon cricket games; 
but you have known pain ever since you pined for a place 
that was not home. 


A passport is not the same thing as a welcome mat. 


Only one of those can be walked over 

yet, somehow, you're always the one crushed in the end. 
It's okay. 

Everything is replaceable. 


Especially your cinema. That's a matter of scorn. 

You beg your school to instate senior prom. 

The word prom is half of the word promise, 

and that's all you've been raised on: 

incomplete assurances of complete growth. 

You've spent all your life in search of air, 

walls you can scale without worrying about tobacco stains, 
ground that 1.3 billion people aren't fighting for. 

So why does it feel like you're growing inward? 


Everything is replaceable, 
until it comes to your world. 





Arlist slelement: Heme + Heer 


Being born in Miami from Latin American parents, growing up in Central America, living in several 
cities in the USA and Europe as an adult, sometimes it's hard to know where home really is. Is it 
where | was born? Where | grew up? Where | live now? Where I've lived the longest? I've found that | 
can find pieces of home wherever there is love. Where my family lives. Where my friends are. Where 
someone who loves me and who | love will open their arms to me. Home is not always a physical 
place, but a space we find in our hearts. 
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ICOKE, CANADA | @AMNNAATTIA | @AMNNA.ATTIA 
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This piece is about the person | was before the quarantine, a Palestinian who wasn’t entirely con- 
nected to their cultural identity. | was always afraid of expressing my identity and | didn’t understand 
it then, but as | grew older, | started to realize my family's efforts to protect me. Eventually, we be- 
came stronger, grew out of the tear and my family started becoming more public with their Pales- 
idalt-lamlol-laidin AmsYOm\Zal-1al mW 7-]aln-vo lm Kome(oMual-M-y-]aal-¥au Mm (ole) <-\o Malco mr-lig-\-¥a(m-]i-s-1aalt-lam-lanle)gel(e\-1a'g-lale 
attended a beginner class for one day. When | learned about the history behind tatreez and started 
Tan] olge)(o\-lalare pa mi-iimr-e(-1-] omeeolalal eile lava mere) alal-reidielals meelel (ela mma \'{-m-loalt-\-(o MU lal (om nda -1e Mm aah 
Xo} Mal -mexo) al al Yeu (eo) alu aat-lo(-W anl-M=y-le[-]mnrom (t-] anmaalelk-Wuci-\-mal-mece) alalqreii[o)am ol-1an\-1-1ame-lar-} am elieciilalrle 
pieces in houses (such as the hidden motifs in my traditional tatreez dresses, patterns between my 
cultures, etc), and teach other people about my culture and Palestine itself. This piece is important 
because It’s about remaking the original piece (“Heritage”) that started my journey by getting closer 
to my heritage. With this piece, I've built a relationship with the Palestinian community, strengthed 
my knowledge of who | am as a Palestinian, and what my ancestors did in an effort to protect our 
heritage. My tatreez is so important to me because it’s the journey to making the pieces that made 
me truly proud to be a Palestinian in this generation. 


Born in the United States, Amnna Attia is a Toronto-based 
artist studying with the Contemporary Arts Department at 


Etobicoke School of the Arts. Attia explores her Arab-Palestin- 


ian heritage through digital art and embroidery. Her interest 
in her personal heritage sparked a passion for learning about 


other cultures, exploring their customs, and what makes 
them unique including styles of artistic expression. Attia was 


a curator with the Albright Knox Museum’s The Presence of 


Absence exhibition opened in April 2021, and is now a cura- 
tor with The Fearless Artist organization. Her work has been 
exhibited in group shows at the Gladstone Hotel in Toronto, 

Etobicoke School of the Arts in Etobicoke, Canada, the AI- 


bright Knox Museum, in Buffalo, New York, the Art Gallery 


of Mississauga, the Neilson Park Creative Centre in Toronto, 
the Annual Spring Juried Art Show with Arts Etobicoke, the 
Virtual Art Gallery of Experiences Canada, as well as featured 
on the Zenerations Instagram of the Hyderabad branch in 
India and will soon be exhibited in the End Of Year Show with 
Us Gallery Contemporary in Toronto. Her work has also been 
published in Ultraviolet Magazine in Kingston, Canada, the 
Growth Virtual Zine in Toronto, Canada, the Arts Etobicoke 
Impact Report in Etobicoke, Canada, the Toronto Six Hundred 
Magazine in Toronto, Canada, the Original Magazine in Lon- 
don, United Kingdom, and will soon be published in the To- 
ronto Public Library in Toronto, Canada. 


| explore my Palestinian heritage in textile works using digitally 
aar-lall elelr-iK-remug-lolhalolal-] maaleyulicm-><-coult-tomualcelelolamal-lalemciiixealcre 
Tan] o}ge)(ol-1a Vem ant-1,4larem ©la’-1(er-] MaahVA\-1a\- elmo [-](eler-}i[e)a hm e(-lilel-ig-1Kom 
Walatecols elel¢-1k-me) V1 areis(elar-1m-lalem-> co-s-miale-r-le-M Vinal am e-re]lolarcliNy 
JeX-Yel fom ante) iim lamo)ge(-laixomeleloUlaal-lalm\Zar-lmdal-y’aelaleom i -1k-M-1ale 
now are: functional threads that fill the empty spaces 

Vidalia oxeysalmual-mei(oldal-laremaahmal-lair-leloe 
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COUCH POTATO COOKING I GABBY HE I SHORT HILLS, NEW JERSEY, U.S. | @HXIAOLAN 
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One Foot in Front of the 
Other 


The snow crunches under your boots as you walk. Right foot: one. Leftfoot: two. 





The snow began falling early in the afternoon, just after the lunch bell drew the students inside in fits 
of sighs and screams. During recess, you had squished mua Vigrelctareton as you shifted trom one foot 
inom dal-Molnal>laiKomcit-\Vair-leaallalcix-v-lomevn anl-l<iale) snow angels slate throwing snowballs behind the teach- 
er's back. 


MatoMs SANY-TenoE-laatoni(-laat-rlomsalcmaatolaallaro Meson colllmastolaaMalcvoRs-iaim (olU oui alam (oll aelolal alate boots in 
preparation. Looking down at your feet now, they still retain the dark markings of thick mud, slowly 
being chipped away by the packing snow. Your jacket'is thick and heavy against your shoulders, and 
Vol mesiatoliva ey-lalecmer-lalsicolaaain Zolelmel-liaaiteM-MN\r-(olo| (Paul at-Mant-lx-if-] Ne) your winter garments is warm, but 
the wind shrieks as it'whips past you, Saler-1.<laremularel-va nul? back ofsyour coat or between your mittens 
to trail up your sweaty skin. n 


AVIA VAr-] LeU cco ole-s-1a alUH Ti Mol0] mo) olU maa lelelialllal-In\/-1-] a olUlme) miele prelcelUrelavem\cele| mule] amiolm-Maglor 
ment as it escapes your gaiter. . : 


Usually, the walk up the looping laneway of your home is taken at a run from where the school bus 
drops you off. But, the snowplows haven't made much difference on the rural roads. The driver gave 
you a worried look as you jumped into snow that rose higher than your knees. 

: | 


“| can take you batk to the school Hun... I’m sure your parents would prefer you to wait there so you 


~~ don’t have to walk alone.” All the.while her wrinkled eyes looked past you to the dark overhang of 


the evergreen trees that shadow your laneway even further and the darkened sky gifted by daylight’s 
Savings time. 


= 


“It's okay. It's not that far to walk.” 


slalome) ol-1a-e-masloleiia iol rel @elorliay eenenvellate you stay aboard, but you've already pulled your mask 
Uyehico(-t-)-Ware)aal laren ol0ianZelU]@-n\---» <0le)\-\en-[alo mime) i mmdgelolel ale me] odal—u(-lal-eam Nal-molUl-e-)icMel-lallare, 
Vole nual-me)iial<larem|ielalmr-ixe)elie-Mcole)m-llelat-liita'eM-]m\Zel0|m oy-(ol aU) aid] nual -mo le) me)m\olU|m elele\ me] ag( Sm felU Kore 
far away. 


The cold settles against your jacket as you walk, snow settling in the lower parts of your jacket: your 
hood, your shoulders, the crooks of your elbows, against your wrists. You hardly notice the cold that 
sneaks under your winter garments anymore. 


Around you, the world is silent, the snow mufttling the sounds of the animals that usually live in the 
ielg-\-\mr-] ol 0] ale InVZolU]@ alo)pal- a Mal- ela] Va alel(-\-s-m ole) el0](- 1d] are minal -M-y-lanamaolaal-micelaam'celel eX) MaMal-\ Olu - lar 
steactast rhyme of footsteps, heartbeat, breathing as you walk that you focus on to keep pace. You 
count a step with the right foot: one, and a step with the left foot: two; back and forth, you count one 
two, one two, as you walk. 


=): 
* 
a 


_ now that you've stopped once. 


You've been walking forever. 


You stop, or-}neialiare pa Zolelan o)i-y-10aF 
Ureldiare moll (-om-limelcelle amaar~ 


wet fabric. around your mouth. ILS gt 


hard for you. to tell how far you’ ve 
come with the’ trees all covered 


- sin snow Plate shadows. You s juint 


_ ahead ‘of you against the snow 
~ swirlin down fromthe sky. You 4 
_ turn around nae ao back the 7 

. way you ‘ve come; inate only. indi- 
cation it's back i is. because ovmial= 
indents from your footsteps that 

: are ‘already filling as ee watchs 


| 
a 


It's harder to keep are) lare fongferd 


Thecheat of movement is drawn 
licelanmaelelaa lanl ose) mual-moe)Comiale) 


settling Over you. ' . yh 


You struggle to pull one foot from 
the quicksand of snow covering 
your boots and plop it.in tront 

of you. Right foot: one. You lean 
WielUla olele \Wacolayc-1ke Pa (-\ cielo late 
your other-leg. Left foot: two. 
os 


The going is slower now. You 
olgcveluat-MlamaahacalaamuiiiaM Zolli 
ik-Jos-m are) (e lave mZelelm@ole-r-1iamelana] 
WelUA-meolan] ©)(-1k-cemual-Maslo)-laal-lale 
Ahead of you, through the snow, 
NolU Intel lal @nyLolUimer-lamc\-X-Mal-M(-1aan 
Veliko Micw-lale me] ect-lalce- elem c-tocme) 
(dal @lavalcidgar-som ile |alece-ler-llacimual= 
eavestroughs of your home. But 
with every blink, the falling snow 
shifts the apparition away from 
Wel F 


IAW r-Talankome (om alo)ant-¥ 


iMar-muarelelolaim olgiare MN iivamiareTNA— 
of exhausted desperation. You 
blink back tears that catch like 
icicles against your eyelashes. You 
close your eyes as you walk, not 
MV laldiare KOM Z-1kelalmual-Milelalicwe lin 


appear with every slow step towards 
them that you make. You reach your 
arms out in front of you so you don't 
run inice) Tavadaliare pm areleyiare mo1a tal 
same time that you will. 

fit. 


7: 
; “You stop counting your steps. Nielal: 


foot? Left foot? Are you still mov- ~ 


r _ing? It's hard-to open your eyes now 


~ against the ¢old; against the wind, 
against the fear ethe Mp will be 
~ gone. 


N(elularclanals are still held’out in front 
rom olen (oles elleNicte hands lecmalelanle 


through the double layers of ther . 


mal-material. Your fist closes. against 
_. something? You feel Warmth flood 


isalcelelela your an body and lean 
Telcom iomc-ssidlare ages the feeling. 


You aalesimet= home. 





143 


ee 


WOOD’ VIAICTVAVAN | NV’VANO 1 VIIVYLSNV ANY NOg1sW | VIAIC IVA VENTAINMANNCONN TS 


7 4 


BLUE HOME | HIJADELACOCA | LIMA, PERU | @HIJADELACOCA | HIJADELACOCA.COM 
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Py ati all .— 
_ . 








Sha found JPY 


m at of nature 
sf. 





Digital Embroidery on photography 
Td x 165" 


hijadelacoca is an artist based in Lima. Her works are predominantly relat- 
ed to embroidery and human corporealities. Her latest works criticize the 
censorship of bodies in social networks, using techniques typically related 
to the feminine, where the censorship evidences the nudity itself. She's 
currently working on an art sculpture residency sponsored by NDWYF, 
Lima, and presenting her first Group Show in EverywomenBiennial 
London. 





BABA'S HOUSE | STEPHANIE ELLIS | GRAND RAPIDS, US | @STEPHELLISART | ELLISDRAWS.COM 





Her 


igan. 


iven and feature a variety 


storytelling, and her midwest 
She creates these worlds with familiar flora 
ing strange or fantasy elements. 











ired by the folktale of Baba Yaga, I've always found her 
illustrator based out of Grand Rapids, Mich 


wandering home to be such a memorable detail of the story. The illustra- 
de an embroidery hoop so that it can hang on the wall of someone 
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It is a mystery of a woman with all her beauties 
and power to blodm the world around her 





AMOROUS | SHIRIN SHAHBAZI | TORONTO | @ART.BYSHIRIN 
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HOMETOWN GROWTH | COURTNEY PARSONS | WASHINGTON DC, US | @COURTNEYPARSONSART 
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ML <-mual—m\Vroreya 

Mil lUraaliat-\e-m cole micelaasmelisic-lalece 

bole aUlam-Icel0latemaa\malrelalvat-lg-ss 
Talon -laamel[a-r-leh ar] o)ey-1I(-rem vine 
WelUlar-huaclaal olacy 

JaleN Viale malem-iaaley-leahy, 


ele ldekikcaie a vere 


You were always playing 


with my words, 


NOLO) NN = 4c7-\ NID) :7- Wa a =t 4 OMYAUN] 1 Om ©) D110) :116F-Wa VO) NEN =IN | C],(@ 


iM idlalemaal-leam-lcelel are, | always ran to myself 
like an owl's neck, because this is what 

you always drank | do best, 

icelan Maal Vall os} | always forgave the past 
enjoying the view ox-\er-] Uo mal-t-1el-1e meen I~ 
lixelanW-Me[-s\-1an-\e Ml 01-101 @ Tamaa\alanasiiolkemal-sie 


Mat-\-Yomcom-ic-lalem-llelal- 
hucmalola-lololUim elu melaial diate 
nahvmaclalaliare 
ire] ecmolilal.diare 
headlines punning - 
the ghosts of love 
are leaving too soon, 
but | can still illuminate 
VielUmice)aamelisit-[alecwe 

2X US a com ualom \Vlexelay 
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Aleksandra Lekié Vujisié was born in Podgorica, Montenegro in 1979. She is a professor of 
English language and literature, and a passionate writer of prose and poetry for children and 
grownups. She participated in poetry festivals across Europe and her work have won prizes 


and acknowledgments in Montenegro and worldwide. 


Aleksandra writes in her native language and 
English, and her stories and poetry have been 
published several times and translated into Italian, 
Spanish and Chinese language. In 2017 she started 
a literary project in order to promote the 


importance of reading for children, and starting 





from May 2021 she is a member of the Association 


of Montenegrin authors for children. 





ORIGAMI PROJECT: GENTRIFICATION ANNA GRACE GREENVILLE @ANNAGRACEFINEART 
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ANNA GRACE BURCH IS A FII 
FROM GREENVILLE, SC. SH 
WITH A CONCENTRATIO 
AND DRAWING AND 
ART HISTORY AT Al 
UNIVERSITY. IN 

WORKS, SHI 
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‘PART OF FEELING HOME IS RECOGNIZING, 


EVEN IF IT'S ONESELF’ 





WOD'DIDSAAILVSYD NVOSHDOAD'VNILSIYVHD® ONV1ISYl NVOSHDOSAD VNILSIYHD 33S 1 OINIHL! 





I DON’T WANT TO GO HOME 

BACK WHERE YOU FIRST KISSED ME 
BACK WHEN LOVE WAS EASY 

WHEN YOU PROMISED ME ROME. 








AND NOW THE FRONT GATE SEEMS EMPTY 
NOBODY IS THERE WAITING FOR ME 

I FIND MYSELF LOOKING FOR YOU 
SUDDENLY THOSE TIMES FEEL UNTRUE. 













WHERE WILL I FIND SOMEWHERE 
WHERE MY FEELINGS ARE TRUE 
WHEN HOME FELT ANYWHERE 
AS LONG AS I WAS WITH YOU. 


SLHDNOHLNOSASYSAO | WOGONDI GALINA | SLHDNOHLNOSASYSA | SAINOH 
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THE WORLD | AYSHE-MIRA YASHIN | LONDON, UNITED KINGDOM | @ILLUSTRATIONWITCH | AYSHERMIRA.COM 
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THE EAGLE POSE | AYSHE-MIRA YASHIN 
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sia, studying art at UAL Camberwell in London. She makes political and spiritual art, 
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business where she sells her tarot deck, as well as handmade notebooks, art prints, 


exploring themes such as witchcraft and sapphic love and intimacy. She runs a small 
stickers and more. 


Ayshe-Mira Yashin (she/her) 
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HONEY, | AM HOME | EESHA BATRA | MAHARASHTRA, INDIA | @EES! 
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It feels like waking up in the forest 

next to a ghost 
= and craving for life 
and getting lost, 
and | want to hold the girl that 
| used to be, 
tell her that ancient secret for me 
doesn't mean more than a sweet lie - 
come on little girl among white flowers, 
be brave, don't cry. 


a 


ia 


BROKEN | ALEKSANDRA LEKIC VUJISIC | PODGORICA, MONTENEGRO 


Broken, like a glass of wine 

after a fight, 

broken with all that was mine, 

without no light, 

broken like a preacher of forgotten prayers, 
like a painting with no colors and layers, 
and never asking the reason why - 

come on little girl in the sunset, 

be brave, don't cry. 





You have left me so many times before € 
a but | always tend to ask for more, % 
* | never stop and never believe - 
come on little girl near the lake, Fo] 
be brave, just leave. 


Aleksandra Lekié Vujisi€é was born in Podgorica, Montenegro in 1979. She is a professor of English 
language and literature, and a passionate writer of prose and poetry for children and grownups. 
She participated in poetry festivals across Europe and her work have won prizes and acknowledg- 
ments in Montenegro and worldwide. 


Aleksandra writes in her native language and English, and her stories and poetry have been pub- 
lished several times and translated into Italian, Soanish and Chinese language. In 2017 she started 
a literary project in order to promote the importance of reading for children, and starting from May 
2021 she is a member of the Association of Montenegrin authors for children. 
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In my childhood, | us 
Most of the drawings 
of strange creatures ' 
imagine. As | grew ut 
doodling because my 
that doodling is not 
my best to draw perf 


mistakes, but it wasn 


ENGLAND | @SIMRAN_K_01 @SIMRAN.CREATIONS.STORE 





(ONDON. 


FUWA ORB | SIMRAN KAUR I, 





| then stopped drawing and omy from est 
year, during quarantine) 'got/b nig it. And 
this year | discovered again A. joy of # doodling 
and how it made mieremember my childh od 

memories. Whenever r doodle It feels Hike I'm * i. 


marking my _, eS whi . 





me feel at home. 2 
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ed to draw a lot. 
looked like doodles 
which | used to 

», | stopped < 
teachers would say 

1 form of art. | tried 
ectly without any 

't fun. 


As | was doodling, | came up with these creatures 
called Fuwa Orb which are soft eyeballs with 3 
angelic features and bird egs. 

| then decided to draw theses_ 

characters adventures by tixing ite 
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HOME AND HOPE ! GANESHA JAVAS ARARYA 
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